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[PREFACE | 


Mr. DRYDEN. 
TFT HE Life of Ovid being already written 


in our language before the Tranſlation of 

' his Mcetamorphoſes , 1 will not preſume 

fo far upon my ſelf, to think I can add any thing 
to Mr. Sandys his undertaking. The Engliſh 
Reader may there be ſatisfied , that be flouriſhd 
in the Reign of Auguſtus Cxſar, that he was Ex- 
tratfed from an Ancient Family of Roman Knights 
that ke was born to the Inheritance of a Splendid 
Fortune, that he was deſjgs'd tothe Study of the Law 3 
and had made confiderable progreſs in it, before he 
quitted that Profeſſzon, for this of Poetry, to which 
he was more naturally forwd. The Canſe of his Bas 
niſhment is unknown 5, becauſe he was himſelf unwalling 
farther to provoke the Emperour , by aſcribing it to 
any oiher reaſon, than what was pretended by Au- 
guſtus, which was the Laſciviouſneſs | of his Elegies, 
aud kis Art of Love. *Tis true they are not to be Ex- 
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as dinihe ſererity of Manners, as being able to Cop- 
r1pt a larger Empire, if there were any, than that of 
Rome 3 zet ihis may be ſaid in beha!f of Ovid, that 
70 man has ever treated the Paſſion of Love with ſo 
much Delicacy of thought, and of Expreſſion , or 
fearchd into the nature of it more Philoſopkically than 
he. Andithe Empercur who condemwd him, had as 
litile reaſon as another Man to puniſh that fault with 
Jo much ſeverity, if at leaſt he were the Author of a 
certain Erigram, which is aſcrit'd to him , relating 
zothe Canſe of the firſt Civil War betwixt himfelf ard 
Mark Anthony the [rinmvir, which is more julſome 
than any paſſace I have met within our Poet. To paſs 
by ihe naked familiarity of kis Expreſſions to Borace, 
which arc cited in that Authors Life , T1 need only 
aeniion cre notorious AG of tis in taking Livia to 
his Bed, when fhe was net ouly Marricd, but with 
Cliid by her Husband, then living. But Decds, it 
fecms, may be Juſtified by Arbitrary Power , when 
words are queſtion d in a Poet. There is another 
£beſs of the Grammarians, as far from truth as the 
F.rſt from Reaſon 5, they will have him Baniſh'd for 
Jome fawenrs , which they fay he receiv/d from Julia, 
tle Darglter of Auguſtus, whomr they think Le Ce- 
lebrates mider ihe Name of Corinna in kis Elegies - 


But he who will ob{erce the Verſes which are made to 


that Miſtreſs, 7a y cater ſreaz the whole contexture 
of them, that Cormna was not a Woman of the bigh- 
ct &uality : If Julia were 1har Married 10 Agrippag 
ty ſhould cuy Poct make las Petition to Its, for 
ker jaſe deli ry, &:d afterwaras, Condole ker Mi- 
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OVIDs EPISTLES. 
arriage 5 which for ought he knew might be by her own 
Husband 8 Or indeed how durſt he be ſo bold io make 
the lee dijcovery of ſuch a Crime, which was no leſs 
thay Capital , eſpecially Committed againſt a Perſon 
of Agrippa's Rank? Or if it were before ber Mar- * 
riage, he would ſurely have been more diſcreet, than 
jo have publiſh'd an Accident, which mmſt have been 
fatal to them both. But what moſt Confirms me againſt 
this Opinion is, that Ovid himſelf complains that 
the true Perſon of Corinna was found out by the 
Fame of his Verſes to her : which if it had been 
Julia, he durſt not have own'd 5 and beſides, an 
immediate puniſhment muſt have follow'd. He ſeems 
himſelf more truly to have touch'd at the Canſe of his 
Exile in thoſe obſeare Verſes, 

Cur aliquid vidi, cur noxia Lumina feci? &*c. 

Namely, that he had either ſeen, or was Conſcious 
to ſomewhat, which had procur'd him his diſgrace. 
But neither am T ſatisfied that this was the Inceſt of the 
Emperonr with his own Danghter: For Auguſtus was of 
a nature too wvindicatite to have contented himfelf with 
ſo ſmall a Revenge, or ſo unſafe to himſelf, as that of 
ſimple Baniſhment,and would certain'y have ſecur'd his 
Crimes from publick, notice by the death of him who 
was witneſs to them, Neither have Hiſtories given 
us any felt into ſuch an Action of this Emperour : 
nor would he ( the greateſt Politician of his time, ) in 
all probability, have manag'd bis Crimes with ſo little 
ſecreſte, as not io ſhun ive Obſervation of any man. It 
ſeems more probable that Ovid was either the Conft- 
dent of ſome other pajſion, or that be had {Inmbled by 

Aa4 Jome 
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fome inadvertency upon the privacies of Livia , and 
ſeen herin a Bath: For the words 

Sine veſte Dianam, 
agree better with Livia, who had the Fame of Chaſtity, 
than with either of the Julia's, who were both noted. 
of incontinency. The firſs Verſes which were made 
by him in his Youth, and recited publickly, according 
to the Cuſtom, were, as he himſelf aſſures ns, to Co- 
rinna: his Baniſhmeut happer'd not till the age of fifty + 
from which it maybe deduc'd, with probability enongh, 
that the love of Corinna did not occaſion it : Nay he 
fells us plainly, that his offence was that of Errour on- 
ly, not of wickedneſs : and in the ſame Paper of Verſes 
alſo, that the cauſe was notoriouſly known at Rome, 
#hough it be left ſo obſcure to aficr ages. 

But to leave Conje@ures on a Subjed fo incertain, 
and to write ſomewhat more Anthentich of this Poet : 
That he frequented the Court of Auguſtus, and was 
well receir*d init, is moſt undoubled : all his Poems 
bear the Chara&er of a Court, and appear to be writ- 
tex as the French call it Cavalierement : add 10 
#hzs, that the Titles of many of kis Elegies, and more 
of his Letters in his Bamſhment, are addreſs d to 
perſons well known to us, evcn at this diſtance, to have 
been conſiderable in that Cenrt. 

Nor was his acquaintance leſs with the famous Poets 


of his age, than withthe Noble- men and Iadies ;, he. 


Fells you himſelf, in a particular account of his own 
Life, that Viacer, Horace, Tibullus, Propertius, 
and many others of them were his familiar Frieras , 
gnd that ſome of them communicated their Writings 
| fo 


OVID's EPISTLES. 
fo bim : but that he had only ſeen Virgil. 
If the imitation of Nature be the buſineſs of a Poet, . 
I know no Author who can juſily be compar'd with ours, 
ity, þ eſpecially in the Deſcription of the paſſions. And to 
oted | prove this, 1 ſhall weed no other Judges than the 
ade i generality of his Readers : for all Paſſions being in- 
ling | born with us, we are almoſt equally Fudges when we 
Co- ff are concern'd in the repreſentation of them : Now [ 
fy: £ will appeal to any man who has read this Poet, whes- 
7gh, | ther he. find not the natural Emotion of the ſame Paſ- 
he I fron: in himſelf, which the Poet deſcribes in his feien'd 
07. perſons £ his thoughts which are the Pidtures and re- 
rſes | ſults of thoſe Paſſrons, are generally ſuch as naturally 
ne, || ariſe from thoſe diſorderly Motions of cur Spirits. 
Tet, not to ſpeak too partially in kis behalf , 1 will corr- 
in, | fejs that the Copiouſneſs of his Wit was ſuch, that he 
et: | oficn writ too pointedly for kis Suljef, and made 
vas ff kis perſons ſpeak more Eloquernily than the violence of 
mrs | their Paſſion would admit: fo that he is frequently 
it | witty out of ſeaſon : leavingthe imitation of Nature, 
to | and the cooler diGates of lis Judgment, for the falſe 
ore || applanſe of Fancy, Tet he ſeems to have found out 
to | this [mperfetion in his riper age : for why elſe ſhould 
ve | he complain that his Metamorphofis was left un- 
finiſh'd s Nothing ſure can be added to the Wit of 
ets | that Poem, or of the reſt : but many things ought to 
he || have been retrench*d 5 which T ſuppoſe would have been 
vr ff the buſineſs of his Age, if his Misfortunes had not 
1s, | come too faſt upon him. Pui take him uncorrefled as 
s, | heis tranſmitted tous, and it miſt be acknowledg'd in 
Jpight of his Dutch Friends, the Commentators, cen 
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The PREFACE #0 
of Julius Scaliger himſelf, that Seneca's Cenfure will 
ſtand good againſt him 3 
Neſcivit quod bene ceſhit relinquere : 
he never knew bow togive over, when he had done well : 
but continually varying the ſame ſence an hndred ways 
and taking np in another place, what he had more than 
enough inculcated before, he ſometimes cloys his Rea- 
ders inſtead of ſatisfyirg them : and gives occaſion to 
his Tranſ/ators, who dare not cover him, to bluſh at ihe 
nakeducſs of their Father. This then is the Allay of 
Ovid's writing, which is ſuſſicicntly recompened by 
his other Excellencies , nay this very fault is not with- 
out its Neauties : for the moſt ſevere Cenſor cannot 
but be plead with the prodigality of his Wit, though 
at the ſame time he could have wiſſ d, that the Mpſier 
of it had been a better Manager. Every thing which 
he does, becomes him, and if ſometimes he appcar 
foo gay , yet there is a ſecret gracefulneſs of youth, 
which accompanies his Writings , though the ſtay dneſs 
and fobricty of Age be wanting. In the moſt material 
part, whichis the condu@, tis certain that he ſeldom 
has miſtarried : ſor if his Elegies be compar d with 
thoſe of Tibullus, and Propertius his Contempo- 
raries, it will be found that thoſe Poets ſeldom de- 
fegrrd before they writ And though the Language of 
Tibullus be wore poliſh'd, and the Learning of Pro« 
pertius , eſpecially in his Fourth Book, more ſet. 
ont t oſtentation : Vet their common prattice, was 10 
look no further before them than the next Lines whence 
7 will inevitably follow, that they can drive to no cer- 
tain point, but rambl: from one SubjeF to OY 
are 
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wwd conclude with ſomewhat which 7s not of a piece 
ith their beginning « 
Purpureus Jate qui ſplendeat, unus & alter 
Afſuitur pannus : As Barace yazs, 
though the Verſes are Golden, ihey are but patch'd into 
ihe Garment, But our Poct has always the Goal in 


Fhis Eze, which direfs him in his Races, ſome Beanti- 


fil deſign, which he firſt eſtabliſhes, and then comrives 
the means, which will naturally condud it to his end. 
This will be Evident 10 JTudicions Readers in this 
work of his Epiſtles, of which ſomewhat , at leaſt in 
general, will be expedcd. | 
The Title of them inour late Editions is Epiſtole 
Heroidum, The Letters of the Heroines. But Hein- 
fius has judg'd more truly, that the Inſcription of 
our Author was barely, Epiſtles; whkich he concludes 
from his cited Verſes, where Ovid aſſerts this Work, 
as his own Invention, and not berrow'd from the 
Greeks, whom (as the Maſters of their Learning,) 
the Romans »ſually did inntate, But it appears not 
from their mriters , that any of the Grecians ever 
touelPd wpcn this way, which our Poet iherefore juſtly 
has vindicated to Limjelf. I quarrel not at the word 
Heraidum, becauſe *tis ud by Ovid in bis Art of 
T owe: 
Jupiter ad veteres ſupplex Feroidas ibat. 
But ſure he cou'd not be uilty of ſuch an over-ſreht, 
to call his Work, by the Name of Hertoines, when there 
are divers men or Heroes, as ramely Paris, Lean- 
der, aud Acontius, jcjz'd in it, Except Sabinus, 
who writ ſome Hnjwers 10 O vids I alcos, 
(Quan 
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( Quam celer e toto rediit meus orbe Safhy,; 
binus, ) haz 
1 remember not any of the Romans who have treated} je; 
this Subje@ z ſave only Propertius , aud that buſſ] | 
one, in his epijile of Arethuſa to Lycotas, whici ger 
7s written ſo near the Style of Ovid , that it ſeemiþy 
to be but an Imitation, and therefore ought not tal 
defraud our Poet of the Glory of his Invention. | * 
Concerning this work of the Epiſtles, I ſhall conljhy 
fent my ſelf to obſerve theſe few particulars. Firſt 
that they are generally granted to be the moſt perfect, 
piece of Ovid, and that the Style of them is tendergy 
ly Paſſuonate and Conrtly; two properties well agree 
ing with the Perſons which were Heroines, and Lo-W{o 
vers. Tet where the Charaders were lower, as inQT, 
OEnone, and Hero, he has kept cloje to Naturein 
in drawing his Images afier a Country Life, though hi 
perhaps he has Romaniz'd his Grecian Dames too 1h 
ranch , and made then ſpeak ſometimes as if they $, 
bad been born in the City of Rome, and wnder the | 
Empire of Auguſtus. There ſeems to be mo great |} 
waricty in the particu'ar Subjefs which he has choſen : || af 
Moſt of the Epiſtles being written from Ladics who | ſe 
were forſaken by their Lovers : Which is the rea- (i, 
fon that many of the ſame thoughts come back upon ||ti 
us in divers Letters : But of the general CharaGer || s 
of Women which is Modeſty, he has taken a moſt be- || g 
coming care 5 for his amorous Expreſſuons go no 
farther than vertue may allow, and therefore may be || 
read, as he intended them, by Matrons without a bluſh. 
Thus mich concerning the Poet : Whom you frnad J1 
| | tranſlated ||" 


pe 


OVIDs #PISTLES. 
de ranſlated by divers hands, that you may at leaſt 
have that wariety in the Engliſh, which the Subje@ 
Yeated denied to the Author of the Latine. It remains that 
t buf] ſhould ſay ſomewhat of Poetical Tranſlations in . 
Whicl ceneral, and gize my Opinion ( with ſubmiſſion to 
ſeem betier Judgments ) which way of Verſion ſeems to me 
Of ti moſt proper, 

. All Tranſlation I ſuppoſe may be reduced to theſe 
conthree heads : 
"rj Firſt, that of Metaphraſe , or turning an Author 
r fell Word by Word, and Line by Line, frem one Lan- 
der uage into another. Thus, cr near this manner, was 
-E Horace his Art of Pcetry iranſiated by Ben. John- 
>-Fſon. The ſecond way is that of Paraphraſe , or 
's ny Tranſlation with Latitude, where the 4uthoris kept 
ture in view bythe Tranſlator, ſo as never to be lcſt, but 
ghY bis words arenot ſo ftridly follow'd as kis jenſe, and 
too that too is admitted to be amplified, but wot alterd. 
they Such is Myr. Wallers Tranſlation of Virgil's Fourth 
the Þ Eneid. The Third way is that of Imitaticn, where 
"cat the Tranſlator ( if now he has not leſt that Name ) 
2 * Naſumesthe liberty not only to vary from the words and 
yko | ſence, but to forſake them both as ke ſees occaſion : and 
&a- taking only ſome general hints from the Original, 
08 to run diviſfon on the Ground-work, as he pleaſes. 
er g Such is Mr. Cowley's pradice in turning two Odes 
be- Nof Pindar, and one of Horace inio Engliſh. 
70 Y Concerning the Firſt of theſe Methods, cur Maſter 
be [Horace has given us this Caution, | 
ſh. | Nec verbum verbo curabis reddere, fidus 
'd [Interpres ———— 

& Nor 
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Nor word for word too faitfully tranſlate. *4s i 
Earl of Roſcommon has excellently render'd it. Ti 
faithfully is indeed pedantically « *[7s a faith like thy 
which proceeds from Superſtition, blind and zealous 
Take it in the Expreſſion of Sir John Denham, 
Sir Rich. Fanihaw , on his Verſron of the Paſt 
Fido. | 
That ſervile path, thou nobly do'ſt decline, 


Of tracing Word by Word and Line by Liney - 


A new and nobler way thou dot purſue, 

To make Tran{lations, and Tranſlators too 
They but preſerve the Aſhes, thou the Flame 
True to hjs Senſe, but truer to his Fame. F 
"Tis almoſt inpeſſible to Tranſlate verbally, ardl 


well, at the ſane time 5, for the Litin, ( a meſt Sever 
and Compendious I anguage ) ofien expreſſes that in| 
ore word, which either the Barbarity, or the narrow-| 
neſs of modern Tongues cannot ſupply in more, *Inl 
frequent alſo that ihe Conceit is couch'd in ſome Ex-| 


preſſion, which will be loſt in Englith. 
Atque 1idem Venti vela fidemque ferent. 


FVhat Peet of our Nation is ſo happy as to extreſs this 


thought Literally in Engliſh, and to ſtrike Wit er al- 
moſt Senie out of it ? 

Iz fhert the Verbal Cepier is incumber d with ſo 
#:any difficulties at once, that he can never diltntangle 
Eimfelf fron all. He is to conſider at the jame tim? 
the thought of his Authcr, and kis words, and to find 
ont the Connterpart to each in another Language + 21d 
berdes this he is toconfine himſelf to the compaſs of 

Numbcrs, and the Slavery of Rhime. *Iis much like, 
| dancing 
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| dwrcing on Ropes with fetter d Legs : A man may ſhun 
a fall by uſing Caution, but the gracefullneſs of Moti- 
| on is not to be expeed: And when we haze ſaid the 
touch beſt of it, *tis but a fooliſh Task; for no ſeber may 
n. i would put himſelf intoa danger for the Applauſe of 
uſt ſeaping without breaking his Neck. We fee Ben. 
Johnſon could not avoid obſcurity in his literal Tran 
| //ation of Horace, attempted in the ſame compaſs of 
| Lines : nay Horace himſelf could ſcarce have dee it 
to a Greek Peet. 

Brevis cf{le laboro, obſcurus fio. | 
eitker perſpicuity or gracefulneſs will frequently be wan« 
| ting. Horace has indeed avoided both theſe Rocks 
| in his Tranſlaticn of the three firſt Lines of Ho- 
| mers Odyſles, which he has Contraded intoiwo. 
| Dic mibi Muſa Virum captz poſt tempora Trojx 
| Qui mores hominum mwultorum vidit & urbes. 
s0| Muſe, ſpeak the man, who fince the Siege of Troy, d Earl of 
.. || So mary Towns, ſuch Change of Manners ſaw, y Roſc. | | 
| DPutikenthe ſufferings of Ulyſles, which are a Ccn- v3 
| fderable part of that Sentence are omitted. 
this [ "Os pdxes mars mnady hn." 
all The Conſidcraticn of theje difficulties, in a ſervile, 
literal Tranſlaticn, rot lerg ſince made iwo of cur Fa- 
b fo "cus Wits, Sir John Denham, ard Mr. Cowley 
nele || 19 cortrize arotker way of turrirg Amikers into cur 
ime || {orgne, cald byilelaticr of ihem, Tmitation. As 
find they were Friends, I ſuppoſe they Commmricated iheir 
Ind (onghts on this Subjett toearh aber, and therefere 
5 of teir reaſens fer it are little diffcrct + 1Þeugb the 
life tra@ice of cre is mmch mere mcacrate, I take Inie 
ting : tation 


The PREFACE *7z . 
tation of an Author in their ſenſe to be an Endeatour 
of a later Poet to write like one who has written be- 
fore hinz on the ſame Subjed& : that is, not to tranſlate (th 
his Words, or to be Confin'd to his Senſe, but onlyto ſet |, 
hin as a Pattern, and to write, as he ſuppoſes that 
Author would have done, had he liv'd in our Age, 
and in out Country. Tet 1 dare not ſay that either of 
then have carried this libertine way of rendring Au- 
thors ( as Mr. Cowley calls it ) ſo far as ney De- 
fimrion reaches. For in the Pindarick Odes, the 
Cuſtons and Ceremonies of Ancient Greece are ſtill 
preſeru'd : but I know not what miſchief may ariſe 
hereafter from the Example of ſuch an innovation, 
when Writers of unequal parts to him, ſhall imitate 
Jo bold an undertaking 3 to add and to diminiſh 
what we pleaſe, which is the way avow-d by him, ought 
only to begranted to My. Cowley, and that too only 
in- bis tranſlation of Pindar, becauſe he alone was | 
able to make him amends, by giving hin belter df his | 
own, when ever he gfusd his Authors thoughts. Pin- 
dar 7s generally known to be a dark Writer, to want | 
Connexion, ( I mean as to our underſtanding ) to 
ſoar out of ſight, and leave his Reader at a Gaze : 
Sowild and ungovernable a Poet cannot be tranſlated li- 
terally, his Genius is too ſtrong to bear a Chain, and 
Sampſon like he ſhakes it off : A Genins ſo elevated 
and unconfind as Mr. Cowley's, was but neceſſary 
to make Pindar ſpeak Engliſh, and that was to be 
perform'd by no -other way than Imitation. Bit if 
Virgil, or Ovid, or any regular intelligible Authors 


be thts urd, 'tis no longer to be calbd their work, 
. when 


0 
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vob: neither the thoughts nor vvords are drawn 
from the Original : bit inſtead of then there is ſome- 


Wrhing nevo producd, wwhichis almoſt the Creation of 


another hand. By this way*tis tru? , ſomewhat that is., 
Excellert may be invented, perhaps more Excellent than 
the firſt defierr, though Virgil muje be till excepted , 
when that perhaps takes place : [et Le who is inquiſtiive 
to knovw an Authors thoughts will be diſappointed in Lis 


expectation, Ard tis not always that a man will 
be contented to have a Preſent mace hin, when he ex- 
pets the payment of a Debt, To ſtate it fairly, I1is 
tation of an Author is the moſt advantagions wwoay 
for a Tranſlator to ſheer himſelf but the greateſt wrong 
which can be done to the Memory and Reputation of 
the dead. Sir John Denham ( who advisd more 
Liberty than he took himjelf,,) gives this Reaſon for 
his Innevation , in his admirable Preface before the 
Tranſlation of the ſecond Fneid: Poetry 1s of {o 
ſubtil a Spirit, that in pouring out of one Lan- 
guage into -another , it will all Evaporate; and 


if a new Spirit be not added in the transfuſion, 


there will remain nothing but a Capt Mortnm. 
I confeſs this Argument holds good againſt a literal 
Tranſlation, but who defends it ? Imitation and verval 
Verſion are in my «pinion the tvvo extreams, wohich 
onght to be avoided : and therefore vohen 1 have pro-- 
ord the mean betuvixt ther, it vuill be ſeen howy 
ar bis Areument wall reach, 

No man 3s capable of tranſlating Poetry, who beſides 
a Geniws to that Art, is not a Maſier voth of his Au« 


thors Language, and of is own: Nor mnt we un- 


2 derſtand 


- 
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derſtand the Language only of the Poet, but his parti. 
cular turn of Thoughts, and of Expreſſion, which are 
the Charaders that diſtineniſh, and as it were indivi- 
dnate him from all other Writers. When we are come 
"thus far, tis time to lock into our ſelves, to conform 
our Genins to his, to give his thought either the ſame 
tiirm, if our tongue will bear it, or if not, to vary but 
ihe dreſ#, net 10 alter or deſtroy the ſabſtance. T he 
lize Care muſt be tahen of the more outward Orna- 
zzents, the Words ; when they appear ( which is but 
ſeldom ) literally graceful, it were an injury tothe Au- 
thor that they ſhould be chang'd : But ſince every Lan- 
guage is ſo full of its own proprieties, that what is 


Beautiful in one, is often Barbarous, way ſometimes if fi 


Nenſenſe in anoiker, it would be unreaſonable to limit 
a Trazſlator to the narrow compaſs of his Author's 
Verds : tis enough if he ckuſe ont ſome Expreſſion 
wich does net witiate the Senſe. 1 ſuppeſe he may 
firetch his Chain to fach a Latitude, but by inncvati- 
en of thonghts, methinks be breaks it. Bythis means 
the Spirit of an Auther may be transfusd, and jet not 
loft : and thus *tis plain that the reaſon alledged by Sir 
John Denham, has zo farther force than to Expreſjz- 
07: For thought, if it be tranſlated truly, cannot be 
[ off in another Language, but the words that convey it 
fo our apprehenſion ( which are the Image and Orna- 
ment of that thenght ) may be ſo ill choſen as to 
aake it appear in an unhandſome dreſs, and rob it c 
its native Luſtre. There is therefore a Liberty to be 
allowed for the Expreſſion, neither is it neceſſary that 
Words and Lines fhould be confin'dio the __ of 
| | their 


? 
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tis Stheir Original, The ſenſe of an Amnthor, generally 


ae 


peaking, is to. be. Sacred and Inviolable, If the Fan- 
cy of Ovid be Iuxuriant, *tis his CharaGer to be ſo, 
and if I retrench it, he is no longer Ovid. It will | 
be replied that he receives advantage by this lopping of 

his ſuperfiuoiis Branches, but I rejoyn that a Tranſlator 
has no ſuch Right : when a Painter Copies fron the 
life, I ſuppoſe he has no priviledge to alter Features, 
and Lineaments, under pretence that his Pidure will 
look better : perhaps the Face which he has drawn 
would be-more Exad, if the Eyes, or Noſe were' al- 


Yierd, but *tis his buſineſs to make it reſemble the O- 
riginal, Intwo Caſes only there may a ſeeming. dif-" 
WR fealty ariſe, that is, if the thought be notoriouſly tri-' 


vial or diſhoneſt 5 But the ſame Anſwer will ſerve 
for both, that then they ought not to be Tranſlated.” 
Et que 
Defperes traCtata niteſcere poſle, relinquas. 
Thus I have wentnr'd to give my Opinion on this 


I Subject againſt the Authority of two great men, but 1 
hope without offence to either of their Memories , for 
q1 both loud ihewr living , and reverence them now 


they are dead. But if after what I kawe urgd, it be 
thought by better Judges that the praiſe of a Tranſl» 


qtion conſiſts in adding new Beauties 10 the piece, there- 
| by to recozapence the loſs which it ſuſtains by change of 


Language, I ſhall be willing to be taught better, and to 
recant, Tn we mean time it ſeems to ne, that the true 
reaſor: why we have ſo few Verſions which are tolerable, 
is not from the too cloſe purſuing of the Authors Sence 5, 


ut becanſe there are ſo few who have all the Talents 


zwhich 
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which are requiſite for Tranſlatton : and that there i; 
fo little Praiſe and ſo ſmall Encouragement for 
conſiderable a part of Learning. 
. To apply in ſhort, what has been ſaid, to this preſent 
Work, the Reader will here find moſt of the Tranſl 
tions, with ſome little Latitude or variation from the 
Author*s Sence : That of OEnone to Paris, 7s in 
Mr. Cowley's way of Imitation only. I was defird 
to ſaythat the Author who is of the Fair Sex, under 
ſtood not Latine. But if ſhe does not, I an afraid 
ſhe has given us occaſion to be aſham'd who do. 

For my own part I am ready to acknowledge that 
have tranſgreſ#d the Rules which I have given; and 
taken more [.oerty than a juſt Tranſlation will allow, 
But ſo many Gentlemen whoſe Wit and Learning are 
well known, being joywd in it, 1 doubt not but that 
their Excellencies will make you ample SatisfaClio 
for my Errours. 


re it 
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tha The Poeteſs Sapho, forſaken by her Lover 'Phaort 
tio ( who was gone from Leſbos to Sicily ) and re- 
ſolved, in Deſparr, to drown her ſelf, writes this 
Leiter to hine before ſhe dies, 


Hile Phaor to the flaming Eta flies; 
Conſum'd, with no leſs Firws Poor Sapho 
dies. 


Iburn, I burn, like kindled Fields of Corn, 
When by the driving Winds the flames are born. 


—_— Mk 


My Muſe and Lute cannow no longer pleaſe, 
They are th' Employments of amind at eaſe. 
B Wandring 
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Wandring from thought to thought ſit alone 


All day, and my once dear Companions ſhun. 


In yain the Lesbian Maids claim each a part, 


Where thou alone haſt ta'n up all the heart. 

Ah lovely Youth! how can'ſt thou cruel prove, 
When Blooming years and beauty bid thee love? | 
If none but equal Charms thy heart can bind, | 
Then to thy ſelf alone thou muſt be kind. 

Yet worthleſs as I am, there was a time 

When Phaoz thought me worthy his eſteem. 

A thouſand tender things to mind I call, 

For they who truly love remember all. 


Delighted with the Muſick of my Tongue, 


Upon my words with! ſilent joy he hung, 


And ſnatching Kiſſes, ſtop'd me asT ſung. 
Kiſſes, whoſe melting touch, his Soul did move, 


The earneſt of the coming joys of Love. 
Then tender words,ſtort ſighs,and thouſand charm 
Of wanton Arts endear*'d me to his:Arms 3 
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Till both expiring with canchnons Joys, | 
A gentle faintneſs did our Limbs ſurprize. 


Beware, SicilianLadies, Ah! beware 


How yau receive my faithlefs Wanderefr. 
2, | You too will be abusd, if you believe 
vel The Battering words that he fo well can give. 
Looſe to the WindsT let my flowing Hair, 
No more with fragrant ſcents perfume the Air, 
But all my Dreſs diſcovers wild Deſpair. 
For whomalas ! ſhould now my Artbe ſhown ? 
The only manI car'd to pleaſe is gone. 
Oh let me once more ce thoſe Eyes of thine, 
Thy LoveTas nor, do but ſuffer mine. 
Thou mjght(t at leaſt have ta'n thy laſt farewel, 
And feign'd a ſorrow which thou didft not feel. 
ove} No kind remembring Pledge was askt by thee, 
{| And nothing left but Injuries with me. 
WM Witneb ye Gods, with what a Death-like cold | 
«thy heart was fc3z'd, when firſt thy flight was cold, 

B 2 Speech- 
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' Speechleſs and ſtupid for a while I lay, 
And neither words, nor tears could find their way. 


Butwhenmy ſwelling Paſſion forc'd a vent, 
With Hair diſhevell'd, Clothes in piecesrent 3: 
Like ſome ſad Mother through the Streets I run, 
Who. to his Grave attends her only Son. 
Expogd toall the World my ſelf I ſee, 

Forgeting Vertue , Fame, and all but thee3 : 
Soill alas! do Love and Shame agree / 
*Tis thou alone that art my conſtant care, 


In pleaſing Dreams thou comfort'{t my deſpair 5 
And mak'ſt the night, that does thy form convey, 
Welcome to me above the faireſt day. 

Then '{pight of abſence, I thy Love injoy 3 

In cloſe imbraces lock'd, methinks, we lie 

Thy tender words Ihear, thy Kiſles feel, 

With all the Joys that ſhame forbids to tell. 

But whenT waking miſs thee from my bed, 


And all my pleafing Images are fled ; 


J'f 


Y, 
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The dear deluding Viſion to retain, - 
I lay me down, and try to ſleep agaim. 
Soon as I riſe, I haunt the Caves and Groves, . 
( Thoſe conſcious ſcenes of our once happy loves) 


There like ſome frantick Bacchanal I walk, 
And to my elf with fad diſtrattion talk. 


Then big with grief I throw me on the ground, 
And view the melancholy Grotto round 3 : 
Whoſe hanging roof of Moſs and craggy Stone 
Delights my eyes above the brighteſt Throne. 
But when I ſpy the bank, whole grafly bed 


| Retains the print our weary bodies made 3 


On thy forſaken ſide I lay me down, 

And with a ſhower of tears the place I drown. 
The Trees are wither d all ſince thou art gone, 
As if for thee they put their Mourning on. 

No warbling Bird does now with Mufick fill 
The Woods, except the mournful Philomel. 
With hers my diſmal Notes all night agree, 
Of Tereus ſhe complains, aud I of thee. 

B 3 
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Ungentle Youth ! did'ft thou but ſee me mourn, C 
Hard as thou art.thou would'ſt,thou would(t return. 
My conſtant falling tears the Paper ſtain, 
And my weak hand can ſcarce dire& my Pen. 
Oh could thy eyes but reach my dreadful ſtate, 
As now I ſtand prepar'd for ſudden Fate, 
£ Thou could'ſt not ſee this naked breaſt of mine ' \ 
| Daſkt againſt Rocks, rather than joyn'd to thine. 
Peace, Sapho, peace! thou ſend'(t thy fruitleſs crys 
To one more hard than rocks, more deaf than eas. 
The flying Winds bear thy complaints away, 
But none will ever back his Sails convey. 
Nolanger then thy hopeleſs Love attend, 
| But let thy Lite here with thy Letterend, 


CANACE 
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Macareus and Canace Sor aud Danghter to X0o- 
lus, God of the Winds, lou'd each other In- 
ceſtuouſly : * Canace was delivered of a Son, and 
commitied him to her Nurſe, to be fecretly con- 
wvey'd away. The Infant crying out, by that means 

| was diſcovered to Kolus, who inragd at the 

wickedneſs of his Children, commanded the Babe 
to be expoſed to Wild Beaſts on the Mountains : 
And, withal, ſent a Sword to Canace, with this 
Meſſage, That her Crimes would inſtru@ her haw to - 
uſe itt, With this Sword ſhe flew her ſelf: But be- 
fore ſhe died, ſhe writ the following Letter to 
her Brother Macareus, who had taken San@uary 
in the Temple of Apollo. 


IF fircaming blood my fatal Letter ſtain, 
I Imagine, e're you read, the Writer {lain: _ 
One hand the Sword, and one the Pen-imploys, 
And in- my lap the ready Paper lies. 


B 4 Thiok, 
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Think in this poſture thou behold'ft me wines 
In this my cruel Father wou'd delight. A! 
O were he preſent, that his eyes and hands My 
Might ſee and urge the death which he commands, ſ My 
Fhan all the raging Winds more dreadful, he Sri 


[lnmov'd, without a tear, 'my wounds wou'd ſee, f$h 


Jove juſtly plac'd him on a ſtormy Throne, Ik 
His Peoples temper 1s ſo like his own. Ye 
The North and Sonth, andeach contending blaſt WM 
Are underneath his wide Dominion caſt - A 
Thoſe he can rule; but his tempeſtuous mind 1 


Ts, like his airy Kingdom, unconfin'd. 

Ah! what avail my kindred Gods above, 

That in their number-I can reckon Jove / 
What help will all my heay*oly friends afford, 
When to my breaſt I lift the pointed Sword # 


That hour which joyn'd us came before its time, 6" 


| Indeath we had been one without acrime: - |. 
Why did thy flames beyond a Brother's move ? | 
Why lov'd I thee with more than Siſters love ? 
SHY Fop 
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For 1 lov'd too ; and knowing not my wound, 

A ſecret pleaſure in thy Kiſſes found : 

My Cheeks no longer did their colour boaſt, 

My Food grew loathſome, and my ſtrength l loſt - 
Still e're I ſpoke, a ſigh wou'd (top my tongue 3 
Short were my {lumbers, and my nights were long. 
I knew not from my love theſe griefs did grow, 
Yet was, alas, the thing I did not know. 

My wily Nurſe by long experience found, 

And firſt diſcover'd to my Soul its wound. 

Tis Love, faid ſhe 3 and then my down-caſt eyes, 
And guilty dumbneſs, witneſ'd my ſurprize. 
Forcd at the laſt, my ſhameful pain Itell - 

And, oh, what followed! we both know too well! 
* When half denying, more than half content, 
*Embraces warm'd me to a full conſent - 

Then with tumultuous Joys my Heart did beat, 
*And guilt that made them anxious made them 


great, 


But 


If 
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. 
But now my ſwelling womb heav'd up my breaſt, þ 


And rifing weight my ſinking Limbs oppreſt. 
* What Herbs, what Plants, did not my Nurſe 
| produce 


\ſ 


To make Abhortion by their powerful Juice? 


What Medicines try'd we not, to thee unknown? 

' Our firſtcrime common 3 this was minealone, :;, 
But the ſtrong Child, ſecure in his dark Cell, 
With Natures'vigour, did our Arts repel. \ 
And now the pale fac'd Empreſs of the Night, | | 
Nine times had fill'd her Orb with borrow'd light:h Gut 
Not knowing 'twas my Labour, Icomplain © - | 
Of ſudden ſhootings, and of grinding pain: ©: fTt 
My throes came thicker, - and my crys increaſt, * {W 
Which with her hand the conſcious Nurſe ſap- JW 

prelf. POE | Fe 
| , 

Pain urg*d my clamours 3 but fear kept me dumb(l%k 

Ji 

And drunk the tears that trickled from my eyes. | y 

Death |} 


Tothat unhappy fortune was I come, 


With inward ſtrpgling [I reſtraid my cries. 
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eaſt, F th wa fight, Lacinagave no aid ; 
Ihnd evin my dying had my guiltbetray'd. 
urſe ſhou camſt; and in thy Count'nance ſate De- 
ſpair - 
Rent were thy Garments all, and torn thy Hair - 
n? Fſet, feigning comfort which thou cou'd(t not give, 
2 (Preſt inthy Arms, and whiſp'ring me tolive:) 


| *Forboth our ſakes, (ſaid'{t thou) preſerve thy lite; 
E | ive, my dearSiſter, and my dearer Wife. 

FRaig'd by that name, with my laſt pangs, I ſtrove: 
ahi: [Such pow'r have words, when ſpoke by thoſe we 
; love. | | 

- he Babe, as if he heard what thou hadſt ſworn, 
ich haſty joy ſprung forward to be born. 
up- IWhat helps it to have weather'd out one Storm? 
Fear of our Father does another form. | | 
| | igh in his Hall, rock'd ina Chair of State, ; 
i\mb| The King with his tempeſtuous Council fate - | 
[hrough this large Room our only paſlage lay, 
Yes. | y which we cou'd the new-born Babe convey. 
ath | Swath'd, 
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| Swath'd in her lap, the bold Nurſe bore him out 
With Olive branches cover'd round about : 

And, mutt'ring Pray*rs, as holy Rites ſhe meant, 
Through the divided Crowd, unqueſtion'd wenjſ,. 


Juſt at the door th'unhappy Infant cry'*d: 
The Grandfire heard him, and the theft he ſpy 
Swift as a Whir!-wind'to the Nurſe he flies ; 
And deafs his ſtormy Subjects with his cries. 
With one fierce puff, heblows the leaves away : 


-Expos'd, the ſelf-diſcover'd Infant lay.. *. 


-The noiſe reach'd me, and my preſaging mind k 
Too foon its own approaching woes diyin'd. fc, 
Not Ships at Sea with winds are ſhaken mare, 

Nor Seas themſelves, when angry Tempeſts roaT, 
Than I, when my loud Father's voice I hear « Jp; 
The Bed beneath me trembled with my fear. IT, 
He ruſh'd upon me, and divulgd my ſtainz Jr 
Scarce from my Murther cou'd his handsrefrain, Jr, 
I only anſwer'd him with filent tears; : H 
They flow'd 3 my tangue was frozen up with fe: 
Hi 
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TD Nis little Grand-child he commands away, 
; o Mountain Wolves, and every Bird of prey. 
ie Babe cry'd out, as if he underſtood, 
WAnd begg'd his pardon with what voice he cou'd. | 


eant, 


By what expreſſions can my grief be ſhown ? 
4 ye you may gueſs my anguiſh by your own ) 
oſee my bowels, and what yet was worſe, 
Your bowels too, condemn'd to ſuch a Curſe / 
? © Out went the King 3 my voice its freedom found, 
IMy Breaſts I beat, my blubber'd Checks I wound. 
nd And now appear'd the Meſſenger of death, 
. $ad were his Looks, and ſcarce he drew his 
"2 Breath, 
roafTo ſay, Tour Father ſends you --- (with that word 
His trembling bands preſented me a Sword - ) 
Tour Father ſends you this, and lets you kaow, 
That zour own Crimes the uſe of it will ſhow. 
IN. fToo well I know theſenſe thoſe words impart - 
His Preſent ſhall be treaſur'd in my heart. 


fe Are 
of 
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Are theſe the Nuptial Gifts a Bride receives ? 
And this the fatal Dow'r a Father gives ? 
Thou God of Marriage ſhun thy own diſgraceyſſ Y 


And take thy Torch from this deteſted place : I Fi 
Inſtead of that, let Furies light their brands; Þ B 
| And fire my pile wich their infernal hands. 

With happier fortune may my Siſters wed ; P 


Warn'd by the dire Example of the dead. H 
For thee, poor Babe, what Crime cou'd they pref A 

tend ? MM gl 
How cou'd thy Inſant innocence offend ? 1 


A guilt there was ; but Oh that guilt was mine! || 
Thou fuffer'ſt fora fin that wasnot thine. / 
Thy Mothers grief and crime / but juſt enjoy / 
Shewn to my fight, and born to be deftroy d! 

Unhappy Oft-ſpring of my teeming Womb ! 

Drag'd head-long from thy Cradle to thy Tomb _ 
Thy un-offending life I could not fave, 


Nor weeping cou'd I follow to thy Grave! 


No 
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' HE Noron thy Tomb could offer my ſhorn Hair ; 


Nor ſhew the grief which tender Mothers bear. 
race; Yet long thou ſhalt not from my Armsbe loſt, 
For ſoon I will o'retake thy Infant Ghoſt, 
5 Þ But thou, my Love, and now my Lov's De- 
ſpair, 
Perform his Funerals:with paternal care. 
His ſcatter d Limbs with my dead body burn 3 
And once more joyn us in the pious Urn. 
8 if on my wounded breaſt thou drop't a tear, 
Think for whoſe ſake my breaſt that wound did 
| bears i 
And faithfully my laſt deſires fulfil, 
AsI perform my cruel Fathers will, 


—_—c_ 
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Demophoon, who was Son to Theſeus and Phazdra, $ 


in returning from the Trojan War into- his own 
Country, was by a Tempeſt driven upon the Coaſts WW 
of Thrace 3 where Phillis, who was then Yueen of 
Thrace, emtertained him, and Married him: 
When he had ſtayed with her ſome time, he heard fy, 
that Meneſtheus was dead ( who afier he had con- | 
quered Theſeus, had uſurped the Government of fH 
Athens ) and under pretence of ſetling his own If 
Aﬀairs, he went to Athens, and promiſed the | © 
ueen, that be would come back, again in a Month, Tt 
hen he had been gone ſour Months, and that (he 
had heard no news of him, ſhe writes hint this 


Letter. Wi 
FT gone beyond your time, and ought 


togive 


So kind a Wife as Phillis leave to grieve. 


You promis'd me you would nolonger ſtay, 
Thenrill the firſt fall Moon ſhould light your way. 
| Thrice J 
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N. | Thrice did it ſince its borrow'd light renew, 

And thrice has cliang'd, but not fo much as you: 

Did youthe Days, and Hours, and Minutes tell, 

As Phillis does, and they that lovesfo well, 

You'd ſay were time to weep; your ſorrows to 

Would juſtifie thoſe tears ſhe ſheds for you. 

Still did I hope, and thought you'd ſtill be here; 

aſts | We hardly can believe thoſe things we fear; | 

i: | Now 'tis too plain, and ſpight of Love and you; 

ard F1 uſt both fear it, and believe it too: | 

+ of [How oft did 1 deceive my ſelf; and ſwore; 

| aw your Ship juſt making ta the Shore? 

7th, (Then cursd thoſe Friends I thought had cans'd 

' your ſtay, | 

Would you were half fo innocent as they. 

oht Sometimes I fear'd, by foaming Billows tot, 

ou might be Shipwrack'd whilſt you ſaught the 
Coaſt : | 

\nderiev'd have injur'd whomlT thought ſo true; 
beg'd that pardon I'd retas'd to you: 


I. 
=p | '$ | The! 
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Then, cruel Man! did I the Gods implore JW 
_ To kt you live, though TI ne're ſaw you more, JH 
When I a favourable Gale efpy'd, Ye 
He coines, if he's alive, he comes, I cry'd. W 


And thus my love ſtill ſought ſome new pretence 


And I grew eloquent in your defence. 
Yet thou avoid'ſt me ſtill, nor do I ſee 
Thoſe promiſes thou mad'ſt to Heaven and-me. 
© But thy. falſe Vows, alas ! were all but wind, 
©Thy vows and wiſhes made the Gale more kind: 
©They fill'd your Sails, and you were forc'd away 
*By the ſame wiſhes, which you made to tay. 
What have I done, but lov'd to an excels? 
You'd not been guilty had I lov'd you lefs. G: 
My only Crime is, loving you too well ; T! 
But ſure ſome merit in that Crime does dwell. | }u 
Where's now your Faith 2 And where's the Love $u 
you bore? Ti 


Waereare the Gods by whom you falfly ſwore? I D 
Wheres K 
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Where's Hymer too, who joyn'd our tender years? 

e, JHebid melove, and baniſh'd all my fears. 

You ſwore by th' ſelling Billows of the Main, 
Which oft you'd try*d, and would yet truſt again, 


Rather than ſtay with me, though much more kind, 
And conſtant too, than are the Seas or Wind. 

You ſwore by th Mighty Ruler of the Flood. 

The heav'nly Author of yonr Royal Blood ; 

(If e're a God had any thing to do 

| In one ſo falſe and ſo unkind as you. ) 

You ſwore by Vers, and the fatal Steel 


FOf thoſe proud Darts, which too too mich I feel; 
And by great Juno, who's reſiſtleſs Art 

Gave thee my Hand, when had giv'n my Heart. 
Thou ſworſt ſo-much, that if each God ſhould be -, 


3 


Juſt to revenge his injured ({clt and me 3 


Love Such numerous miſcheifs on thy head would fall, 
Thou'dſt not have room enovgh to bear them all; 

e? [Diſtracted T, as if I 'ad fear'd your ſtay, 

ere} Repair'd your Shi hs to hurry you away. 

GC 2 What 
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What haſte you wanted, my curs'd careſupply'd, 


Oars to your Sails, and Currert to your Tide. 
Thus was I falſly by my ſclf betray'd, Ih 
And periſh by the wounds my hands have made. Is 
I fooliſhly believ'd all th Oaths you ſwore, |! 
The Race you boaſted, and'the Gods you bore, A 


Who could have thought ſuch gentle words e're D 
Upon a treacherous, deluding Tongue ? (hungY Ti 
I ſaw your tears, and I believ'd them all, 
Can they lie too, and are they taught tofall 2 
What needed all that numerous Perjury ? 4 
One was. enough to her that lov'd like me. * 
I'menot aſham'd I did your Ships receive, . 
And your own wants dig carefylly relieve 3 . 
Thoſe DebtsI ought vofron a nobler ſcore, : 
But then, *tis true, I ſhould have done no more. , 
All I repent, is thatT baſcly ſtrove I 
T' increaſe your welcome by-a Nyptial Love. þ 

/ 


That night that uſher'd in of unhappy day, 
Which did ine to your guilty Fe betray 5 


Lo E 
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ly'd, [ wiſh that fatal Night had been my laſt ; 


e, 


OFE. 


Here's He, who by a wretched wile betray d 


Then I had diedgbut then I had been Chaſt, 
I hop'd you were, 'cauſc I deſerv'd you, [rze, 
Isit a Crime to wiſh what 1s our due ? 

'Tis ſure no mighty Glory to deceive 

A tender Maid, ſo willing to believe. 


My weakneſs does but heighten your offcnce, 
You kindly ſhould haveſpar'd my innocerce. 


Yowve gaind a Maid that lov'd you, and may't be 
Your greateſt Pri/e, and only V:Gory. 

May your proud Statue, rats'd by this ſuceeſs, 
Shame your great Father,cauſc his Crizzes were leſs. 


And whenlate Story ſhall of T3razts tell, 


And who by Syzron, and Procruſtes fell 3 


The Cemtarrs flight, the Thebans over-throw A 


| Who'twas durſt force the diſmaFſhades below ; 


Then for your Hozour ſha!l at laſt be ſaid, 


Fook 


A Loving, Innacent, Believing Maid, 
69 Ot 
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Of all thoſe 4s, we in your Father knew, 2 Me 
His Treachery alone remains in you. Ti 
« What only can excuſe the 1/ls you do, _ I 
You both {zherit and Aamire it too. A 


He Ariadze did bctray, but ſhe 
Enjoys a Hasbaud mighticr far than He. 


D 
A 
But the ſcorn'd Thracians my Imbraces ſhun, T 
*Cauſe I from them into thy Arms did run. P 
Let her, they cry, to learned Greece be gone, ( 
We'll find a Monarch to ſupply the Throne. \ 
Thus all we do depends on an ill Fate, 'N 
Which does for ever on tt'unhappy wait 3 
But may that Fate all his beſt thoughts attend, } 
Who judges athers AGions by the end. | 
For ſhould'{t thou ever bleſs theſe Seas again, (plain 
4 acy'd praiſe that love of which they now com- 
Then would they fay, Wheat could ſhe better da 
Both for ber ſelf; and for her Kingdoms too? 
Bu: I have err'd, and thou'rtfor ever fled, | 
Forget it my Expire, and forget'ſt my Bed. 
| Mcthinks 


act 
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\ 
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O 
Methinks, I ſee thee ſtill, Dexzophoorr, 
Thy Sails all hoiſted, ready to be gone. 


| When boldly thou didſtmy (oft Limbs imbrace, 


a1n, 


- ACER TOE, 


And with long Kifles dwelt'ſt upon my Face; 
Drown d in my Tears, and in your own you lay, 
And curs'd the Winds, that haſtn'd you away. 
Then parting cry'd ( methinksT hear thee ſtill ) 
Phillis CZ come, you may be fare I will. 

Cn I expect that thou'lt e're ſee this Shore, 
Who lefr'(t it that thou ne're might'{t ſee me more ? 
And yet I beg you'd come too, that you may 

Be only guilty in too long a ſtay, 

What dolI ask ? thou, by new Charms poſle('d, 
Forget'it my kindzeſs on another Breaſt 5 

© And better to compleat the Treachery, cron. 
* Swear'ſt all thoſe Oaths , which thou haſt broke 
And haſt (falſe Man) perhaps forgot my name, 


| And ask'ſt too, who I am, and whencel came # 


But that thou better may'ſt remember me, 
Know, thou ungrateful man, that Iam ſhe, 
G4 


Who 
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Who, when thow'dſt wandred all the Ocean _ 
Harbour'd thy Ships, and welcom'd thee to Shore, 
. Thy Coffers ſtill repleniſh'd from my own, | 
And to that height a Prodigal was grown, 

I gave thee all thou ask'dlt, and gave o faſt, 

T gave my ſelf into thy power at laſt ; 

I gave my Scepter and my Crown to Thee, 

A weight to heavy to be born by me. 

Where Hezms does his ſhady head diſplay, 

And gentle Heber cuts his Sacred way, 

So great's the Empire, and fo wide the Land, 
Scarce to be goverr'd by a Womans hand, 

She whom Fate would not ſutfer to be chaſt, 
Whoſe Nuptials with aFur'ral pomp were grac'dz 
Shrill cries diſturb'd us midſt our (wifteſt joys, 
And our drawn Curtains trembled with thenoiſe, 
Then cloſe to thee I clung, all drown'd in tears, | 
And fought my ſhelter, where I'd found my fears. 
And now while others drown their care in ſleep, 7 
] run to tl baren Shore, and Rocks to weep. 


And view with longing ezes the ſpacious Deep, all 


d; 


All day and Night I the wizds courſe ſurvey, 


Impatient tillT find it blows this way, 


And when a far, a coming Sail 1 view, 

Itkank my Stars, and I conclude *tis you, 

Then with ſtrange haſte I ran my Love to meet, 
Nor can the flowing Waters ſtop my feet. 

When near, I grow more fearful than before, 

A ſudden trembling ſcizes me all o're ; 


knd leavesmy Body breathleſs on the Shore. 


[| Hard by, where two huge Mountains guard the 


way, 
There lies a fearfu], ſolitary Bay. 
Oft I've refolv'd, while on this place P've ſtood, 
We throw my ſelf into the raging Flood, 
Wild with Deſpair, and I will do it ſtill, 
ince you contimue thus to ule me 11]. 
nd when tHe kinder Waves ſhall waft me o're, 
May*ſt thou behold my body on the Shore 
Unburied lie 3 and though thy Cruelty 
Harder than Stone, or than thy ſelf ſhould be, 

Yet 
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Yet ſhaltthou cry, aſtoniſh'd with the ſhow, [ 
' Phillis, 1 was z0t to be follow'd ſo. 


| Raging with Poiſons would I oft expire, 


And quench my own by a much happier Fire. 
Then to revenge the loſs of all my Reſt, 

Would ſtab thy Image in my tortur'd Breaſt. 

Or by a Knot (more welcome far to me Fr. 
Than that falſe 'Man, which I have tied with || - 
Strangle that neck, where thoſefalſe Arms of thite 
With treach'rous kindneſs us'd ſo oft to twine |} E 
And as becomes a poor unhappy Wite, 

Repair my ruin'd Honour with my Life. 

When we can once with our hard Fate comply, 

'Tis cafie then to chuſc the way to die. 

Then on my Tomb {ſhall the -proud Caxſe be read, 
And thy fad Crime ſtill live, when am dead, 


Poor Phillis d;'d, by bir fhe lov'd oppreſsd, I 
The trueſs Miſtreſs, by the falſeſs Gueſt, 
He was the cruel carſe of all hey woe, | Y 


Rut her own hand perform d the. fatal Blow, 
HYPER M: 


(27) 
HY PERMNESTRA 
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| Mr. W RIGH T. 
1CC, 
th | "I 
han? The ARGUMENT. 


.: | Danaus, King of Argos, had by ſeveral Wines 
w 2 ; . . 
Fifty Daughters, his Brother Xgyptus as many 
Sons. Danaus, refuſing to Marry his Daughters 
to his Brothers Sons, was at laſt compelled by an 
Army. In Rezenge, he Commands his Daughters 
Y, cach to Murther her Husband on the Wedding 
Night : All obey d but Hypermneſtra, who aſ- 
ſeſted her Husband Linus to eſcape, for which be- 
ead,l ing afterwards impriſoned and put in trons, ſhe 
writes this Epiſtle. 


WO that dear Brother, who alone ſurvives 
: bv Fifty, late, whoſe love betray'd their lives, 
Writes ſhe that ſuffers in her Lords defence 3 
Unhappy Wife whoſe Crime's her Innocence! 


KM For 
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For ſaying him TI love, Fm guilty calfd : 
 'Had I been truly fo, I'd been extoll'd. 
* Let me beguilty {till ſince this they ſay 


Is guilt, I glory thusto diſobey. 


Torments nor Death ſhall draw me to repent ; N, 


Though againſt me they uſe that Inſtrument 
From which I fav'd a Husbands dearer life, 
And with one Sword kill Limes in his Wife; 


Yet willI ne're repent for being true, 


Or bluſh Chave lov'd : That let my Siſters do - 


Such ſhame, and ſuch repentance is their due, 
Tm feiz*d with terrour, while I but relate, 
And ſhun remembrance of a Crime I hate ! 
The frightful memory of that dire night 
Enervates ſo my hand I ſcarce can write. 
How ereT'l tr y. With Ceremony gay, 

- About the ſet of Night, and riſe of Day, 
The wicked Siſters were 1n triumph led, 
And I among '*em, to the Nuptial Bed, 
The 


© 
Fu 
Ti 
W 


By 


iT 


"he 
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The Marriage Lights, as Funeral Lamps appear, 


And threatning Omens meets us every where. 


Hymen they call : Hymen negletts their Cryes: 


Nay Juno too from her own Argos flies. 

Now come the Bridegrooms,high withWine,to find 
comething with us more lov'd than Wine, behind. 
Full of impatient Love, carcleſs and brave, 

They ſcize the Bed, not ſceing there a Grave. 
What follow'd, ſhame forbids me to expreſs 3 

But who fo ignorant as not to guels? 

Now their tyr'd Senſcs they to ſleep commit, 

A ſleep, as ſtill as Death ; ah, too like it ! Cied; 
'Twas then, methought, I heard their Groans that 
Alas ! *twas more than thought! I terrificd, 

Lay trembling, cold, and without power to move 
In that dear Bed, which you had made me love. 
While you in the ſoft Bonds of Sleep lay faſt, 
Chard with the joys of love, then newly paſt £ 
Fearing todiſobey, Lriſe at laſt. 

Witneſs, ſweet Heavens, how tender was the ſtrife 


betwixt the nameof Daughter and a Wife. 
_ Fhgice- 
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Thrice o're your breaſt, which did ſo lately joy *W 


In ſuch an Ecſtaſie of love to mine, *P 


| Irais'd the pointed Steel to pierce that part, 


But ah! th' attempt ſtrook nearer my own heatt, Þ| *5: 
My Soul divided thus, theſe words, among As 
Athouſand ſighs, fell ſoftly from my tongue. I D! 
© Doſt thou not heed a Father's awful will 2 

© Doſt thou not fear his power 2 On then, and kill 

© How can I kill, when I confider who ? 


W 
T 
T 
* CanI think death ? againſt a Lover too. Y 
© What has my Sex with Blood and Arms to do ? p 
© Fye, thou art now by Love to ſhame betray'd : i 
© Thy Siſter-Brides by this have all obey'd. \ 
* With ſhame their Courage and their Duty ſee © ( 
<If not a Daughter, yet a Siſter be. 
© No, I will never ftrike: If one muſt die 
© Linus ſhall live, and my death his ſupply. 
© What: has he done, or I, what greater ill? 
«For him to die, and I, much worſe, to kill 2 
| ©Were 
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joy Were he as guilty as my Father wou'd 
DB Prefent him, why muſt Ibe ſtain'd with blood ? 
*Poniards and Swords ill with my Sex agree - 


art, | *Soft Looks, and Sighs of Love, our weapons be. 


As T lamented thus, the tears apace 

> [| Dropt from my pitying eyes, on thy lov'd face. 
While you, with kind and amorous Dreams poſleſt, | 

kill. Threw careleily your dear arm o're my breaſt, 
There thinking to repeat Joys lately known, 
Your hand upon my Sword was almoſt thrown. 

2Jf8 Twastime to call, no longerl forbore, 
Dreading the Days approach, my Father's more. 
Wake Linus, wake, Icry'd ; O quickly wake, 
Or ſleep for ever here; Th' alarm you take, 
Start up: Ask twenty queſtions in one breath : 
To all I anſwer thus —-— Delay is death; 
Fly while *tis dark, and ſcape cternal night. 
While 1twasdark you made a-happy flight : : 
I ſtay*d to. meet the terroursof the light. 

i With 
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With day my Father comes, the dead to veiw 


And finds the difmal Sum one ſhort, by you. 
: Enrag'd to fee his treachery betray'd, 
By his Command, I'n1 thus in Fetters laid. 
Is this reward due to my Love from Fate ? 
Ah, wretched flame! Paſſion unfortunate / 
Since Jo ſuffered under Juno's Rage, 

Nothing that Rival'd Goddeſs can aſſwage. 
Thunhappy Miſtreſs of the mighty Jove , 
Chang'd to a Cow, a form unapt for Love, 
Veiws in herFather*s ftreams her heads arrays. 
Secs her own horns, and frighted, ſtarts away. 
When ſhe'd complain, ſhe lows: and equal fears 
From her new (lf ſurpriſe her eyes and ears. 

In vain to loſe the frightful ſhape ſhe tries, 

For I follows ſtill, where lo flies. 

Ja vain ſhe wanders over Lands and Scas $ 
Can ſhe find Cure whoſe {lf is the Diſeaſe ? 

Sadly ſevere the change in her appear'd, 

Whoſe Beauty ove has lov'd, and Juno feard. 

Graſs 
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- [Graſs and the Springs her food and drink ſupply 3 
Her only Lodging's the unſheltring Sky. 
| What need Lurge Antiquity ? my fate 

Is.a freſh inſtance of the Goddeſs hate. 

Adouble ſtock of Tears by me are ſpilt 


-B Both for my Brothers death, and Siſters guilt, 
Yet, as if that were ſmall, theſe Chains arrive, 
Cauſe I, alone, am guiltleſs, you alive. 

But, my dear Lord, if any thought you have; 

Or of the Love, or of the life I gave: 

If any memory with you does laſt, d. 

Or ofthe Pleaſures, or the Dangers paſt, 
; Now, Linus, now ſome help to her afford, 
Who wants the Liberty ſhe gave her Lord, 
If life forſake me e're I you can ſee, 
And death, before my Linus, ſet me free, 
Yet my unhappy Earth from hence remove , 
And give thoſe Obſequies are due to Love. 
When I'm iriter'd I know ſome tears will fall ; 
Thenlet this little Epitaph be all. 
- D Here 
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Here: lies 'a Love compleat, tho hapleſs Wife, 
Who catch'd the Death aim'd at her Husbands life 

Here I muft reſt my hand, tho? much remains, 


Tis quite diſabled with the weight of Chains. 
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THESEUS 


The ARGUMENT. 


Minus, Kirg of Crete, by a ſharp War, compeli'd 


the Athenians, C who ha treacherouſly flain his 
Sor Androgeos,) to ſend. yearly ſeen Young men, 
and as many Virgins to be devour d by the Mt- 
notaure 3 2" Monſter begotten by a Bull pore his 


7 ife Paliphae , while he was engaged in that 
' War. The Chance at laſt fell pom Theſcus to 
; be. ſent among thoje Youths tho, by the Inltrultie 


&1:5 of Ariadne ; eſcaped out of the Labyrinth, 


' after he had kilPd the Minotaure, and, together 


with her, fled to the Iſle of Nuxos. But, being 


 Commanded! vy_ Bacchus, he. forſook ber, while ſhe 
"* fie Fept. When fhe aw: SOOgr and fornd ey 7e If ele Ys 


ted,: ſhe writes: this Letter. 


(fear dz 


Jan ſavaze Beaſts mote fierce, more 109 be 
_ Expos'd by Thee, by Them yet am ſpar vp: 04 
D 2 Fheſe 
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Theſe Lines from that unhappy Shore T write, 
Where you forſobk me ity your faithleſs flight , 
: And the moſt tender Lover did betray, 
While lock'd in ſleep, and in your Arms ſhe lay 
When Morning dew on all the Fields did fall, 
And Birds with carly Songs for day did call z 
ThenI, half ſleeping, ſtretch'd me tow'rds your 
place, 
And ſought to preſs you with a new imbrace's 
Oft ſought to preſs you cloſe, but ſtill in vainz 
My folding Arms came empty back again. 
Startled, I roſe, and found that-you were gone 
Then on my widow'd Bed fell raging down : 
Beat the fond Breaft, where, ſpight of me , you 
dwell, | 
And tore that hair, which you once lik'd ſo well, 
By the Moons light I the wide Shore did view,; 
But all was Defart, and no ſight of you. 
Then every way, with Loves mad haſte I fly, | 
Put 11! my fcet with my deſires comply 5 
Weary 


— @&® wm] wm © --- , 
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, | Weary they fink in thedeep yeilding Sands, 
P Refuſing to obey ſach wild Commands. 
Toall the Shore of Theſens I complain, 
lay The Hills and Rocks fend back that Name again : 
Oft rhey repeat aloud the mournful noiſe, 
And kindly aid a hoarſe and dying voice. 
ou Tho' faint, yet ſtill impatient, next I try 
Toclimba rough ſteep Mountain which was nigh: 
' [| (My furious Love unuſual ſtrength ſupply*d : |) 
From thence, caſting my eyes on every ſide, 
Far off the flying VeſlelIeſpy'd. 
nes | In your (well'd Sails the wanton Winds did play, 
( They Court you ſince they ſee you falſe as they. ) 
zou | 1 faw, or fancy'd that I faw you there, 
And my chill Veins froze up with cold deſpair. _ 
ef} | Thus did I languiſh, till returning Rage 
In new extreams did my fir'd Soul ingage. 
Theſens, 1 cry, perfidious Theſens ſtay ? 
( But youre deaf, deaf asthe Winds, or Sca ! 
D 3 Stay 
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Stay your falſe flight, and Ict your Veſſel bear 
Hence the .whole number which ſhe landed hear! 
In loud and doleful fhrieks I tell the reſt, 

And with freſh Fury wound my hated Breaſt. 
Then all my ſhining Ornaments TI tear, ( Air . ; 


And with ſtretch'd Arms wave them in open 


ow 


That you might ſee her whom you ccu'd not 
hear. 6 
But when out of my fight the Veſſel flew, 
And the Horizen ſhut me from the view ; 
From my ſad eyes, what flouds of tcars did fall ! 
( Till then Rage would not let me weep at all. ) 
Srill let them weep, for loling fight of you, 
*Tis the whole buſineſs which they ought todo, 
Like Bacchus raving Prieſts ſometimes I go- 
With ſuch wild haſte, with hair diſhevel'd fo. 
Then on ſome craggy Rock fit ſilent down, 
As cold, pnmoy*d, and ſenileſs as the Stone, | 
To our once happy BedI often fly : 
( No morethe placegf mutyal Love and Joy. 
Sec 
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ar {See where my much lov'd Theſers once. wislay'd 
zeart And kils the print which his dear Body made. 
'Þ Here we both lay, I cry, falſe Bed reſtore | 
My Theſens, kind and faithful as before. 
I bronght him here, here laſt him whileI ſlept. 
4 How well, faife Bed, you bave my Lover kept! 
t G Alone and helpleſs in this'Deſart place | 
6 8 The ſteps of Man, or Beaſt I cannot trace, 
Onevery fide the foaming ÞBillows beat, 


But no kind Ship does offer a retreat. 

And ſhould the Gods fend me fome lucky Sail, 
Calm Seas, good Pilots, and a proſperous Gale - 
Yet then my Native Soil T durſt not fee, 

But a fad Exile muſt for ever be. 

From all Cretes hundred Cities I am curſt , 
From that fam'd Iſle were Infant Joze was nurſt. 
CreteT betray'd for you, and, what's more dear, 
Betray'd my Father, who that Crown does wear, 
When to your hands the fatal Clew I gave, (Gs. 
Which through the winding Lab'rinth led you 
8 Then 
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Then how.you lov'd, how eagerly imbrac'd. | 


How oft you ſwore, by all your davgers paſt, 
"That with my life your love ſhould ever laſt ! 
Ah, perjur'd Theſexs, I thy love ſurvive, 

If ane forſakenand expos'd does live. 

Had you ſlain me, as you my Brother ſlew, 
You'd then abſolv'd your ſelffrom ev'ry Vow, 
Now bath my preſent Grief denies me Reſt, 
And al), thata wilde Fancy can ſuggeſt ? 
Of dreadful Ills to come, diſtradts my Breaſt. 
Before my eyes a thouſand deaths appear, 

I live, yet ſuffer all the deaths I fear. 

Sometimes I think that Lions there do go, 

And ſcarce dare truſt my fight, that 'tis not ſo. 
Imagine that fierce Wolves are howling there, 
And at th* imagin'd Noiſe ſhrinkup with fear. 
Then think what Monſters from the Sca may riſe, 
Or fancy bloody Swords before my eyes. 

But moſt 1 dread ta be a Captive made, 

And ſeetheſe hands ip ſervile works implay'd, 
UYnworthy 
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Unworthy my ExtraCtion from a Line 


| On one fide Royal, and on both Divine - 


And, ( which my indignation more would move, ) | 


Unworthy her whom Theſens once did love. 

If tow'rds the Seal look, or tow'rds the Land, 

Objed&s of horrour ſtill before me ſtand. 

Nor dare ITlook tow'rds Heaven, orhope'to find 

Aid from thoſe Gods who chang'd my Theſens's mind. 
: If Beaſts alone within this 1{Jand ſtay, 

Behold me left to them a helpleſs Prey ! 

If men dwell here they muſt be Savage too, 

This Soyl, this Haven made gentle Theſers ſo, 

| Would Athens never had my Brother ſlain, 

Nor for his paid fo many lives again. _ - (wenn 
Would thy ſtrong Arm had never given the 
Which ſtruck the doubtful Monſter tothe ground, 
Nor I had given the guiding Thread to Thee, 
Which, to my own deſtruQion, ſet Thee free. 

Let the unknowing World thy Conqueſt praiſe, 
It does not Ariadnes wonder raiſe : 


So 
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$0 hard a Heart, vin; U cifely ſcorn + 
The ſtrength and ſharpneſs of the Monſters horn 
? If Flint or Steel could be ſecure of wound, 
No room for fear could in that Breaſt be found. 
Curſt be the ſleep which ſeal'd theſe eyes fo faſt! 
Curſt, that begun, it did not ever laſt / 
For ever curſt be that officious Wind, 
Which 61d thy Sails,and in my ruin joyn'd / Ckilbd 
Curſt hand which me, and which my Brother 
. (With what Misfortunes our ſad Houſe *t has filPFd!) 
And curſt the Tongue, which, with ſoft words be- 
And empty Vows, a poor beleiving Maid ! Cray 
Sleep, and the Winds againſt me had combined 
In vain, if perjur'd Theſeus had nor joyn'd, 


Bf out thy Soul in ſtrange and hated Air, 
Nor fee thy pitying Mother ſhed one Tear : 
Want a kind hand which thy fix'd eyes may cloſe, 
Ant thy (tiff Limbs may decently compole. 


Poor Ariadne, thou muſt periſh here, ; 


'Thy 


_ 


, 
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Thy Catcafs to the Birds mult be a Prey. 
Thus Theſexs alt thy Kindneſs does repay ! 
Mean while I your {wifr Ship does runs þ es. | 
DE There tell the wondring Crow'd whar - yon have 
aſt! How the mixed Prodigy you did ſubdue. 
The Beaſt and Man,tiow with one ſtroke you ſlew 
Defcribethe Lab'rinth, and how - taught by me, 
114 You ſcap'd from all thoſe perples'd Mazes free. 
Tell, in return, what generous things you've done: 
Such Gratitude will all your Triumphs Crown / | 
y 1 Sprung ſure from Rocks, and notof kumane Race! 
Thy Cruelty does thy great Line diſgrace. 
Yetcouldſt thou ſee, as barbarous as thou art, 


Theſe diſmal looks, fure they would rouch thy 


heart. 
You cannot' ſee, yet think you ſaw me now © 
Fixd to ſome Rock, as if I there did grow, go 
And trembling at the Waves which roul below. 
Look on my torn, and my diſorder'd hairs, Cromnd 
Look on my Robe wet through with ſhow'rsof - 


With 
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With the cold blaſts ſcemy whole body ſhakes, 
And my numm'd hand unequal Letters makes, 


 Idonot urge my hated Merit now, 

But yield, this once, that you do nothing ow. 

I neither ſav'd your Life, nor ſet you free - 

Yet therefore muſt you force this death on Me ? 

Ah ! ſee this wounded Breaſt worn out . with ſighs 
And theſe faint Arms ſ{tretch'd to the Seas and Skies 
See theſe few hairs yet ſpair'd by grief and rage, $ 
Some pity let theſe flowing Tears engage. D 
Turnback, and, if I'm dead when you return, 


Yet lay my Aſhes in their peaceful Urn. 


SEGAL 
[HERMIONE 
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A The ARGUMENT. 


Hermione, the Daughter of Menelaus and Helena, 
was by Tyndarus her rags ( to whom 
Menelaus had committed the Government of his 
Houſe when he went to Troy ) contrafted to 
Oreſtes. Her Father Menelaus, not knowing 
thereof, had betroth'd:; her to Pyrrhus , the Sox 
of Achilles, who returning from the Trojan Wars, 


ſtole her away. *Wherenpon ſhe writes to Oreſtes 
as follows... T7; 


His; dear Oreſtes, this with health to you, 
T; romher that was your Wife and Cofintoo; 
R- | Tour Cofin (till; but oh! that dearer Name 
of Wife, another now does fally claitn. 


What 


4. 
|, 5 
I c) 
F 
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ao Woman can, Jha Ye 2 lready d done, _ 
I'm confin J by Fou Five th Son : | 1 | 

* With much of Pain, and al the Art I knew, 


I ſtrove to ſhun him, yet all wou'dnot do. 
Stand off, (Gd I, foul Raviſher, t wh h&ed; 
My injur'd Husband will gevenge this deed ; 


Yet he more deat than angry Tempeſts gre, 
To his toith'd* Chamber drap*d me by thie hair, 


Had Troy ſtill ſtood, had every Grecian Dame x1 


Become a Prey 1 to thi havgh? J Vidtors flame, Ar 


What cou'd I ryore tiave filter d than}.d6! i < It 
Far more chan poor FEPvioar's E reknaw. « T 
But oh my I Dear ! ! W,as1 have for thee, *. SN © 
Thou haſt a tender care;' ovthought for me; M 


Come bravely on, and is, ; robb'd Typers. bold, E | bf 
Snatch me half Murther” d from the Monſters hold: Ip 


Can you purfue.cagh petty Keobber” $ Hitesjiz i: 4 T 
And yet thus rameſy. loſs 2-Ravifh'd, Wi ife , - by 
Think how! my-Father r1 Morplas mg. JI 


k 5 && 4450 


When: pow -cfal "HE was in bis Cauſe _—_— 
T Had 


Sf. [HERMIONE # ORESTES. a7 
—I_ 8 . | = 


1 7þ ad he ſat quietly, and nothing try'd, 


- Mas once ſhe was; ſhe'd ſtill been Paris Bride. 


S 


Prepare no Fleet, you: wilt no forces need, 
by you, and only you, 1 wou'd be freed. 
Not but wrong'd Marriage is a Cauſe alone 
Sufficient for th' ingaging World to own. 
Sprung from the Royal Pelopean Line, 


« 
F *Fs 


You are noleſs by Blood than Marriage mine. 


Theſe double Ties a double Love perſwade, 


FAndeach ſufficient todeſerve your Aid. 


Ito your Arms wasby my Guardian, given, 
The only BlilsT wou'd havebeg'd from.Heaven. 
But that unknown (O my unhappy Fate! ) 

My Father gave me to the Man I hate. 


{Juſt werethofe Infant Vows to you Tl made, 
But this laft AR had all: thoſe Vows betray'd. 
*I Too well he knows what! *tis to bein: Love, 


How can hethen my Paſhon diſapptove ? 


Since Love himſelf -has felt, be will, nay, muſt, © 


Alow'this Paſſion in his Daughter juſt. 


My 


| OS 
My Fate reſembles my wrong'd Father's Caſe, 


And Pyrrhus is that Theif that Paris was. 

' Let my proud Gaoler the brave deeds run o're, 
Count all the Laurels his great Parents wore, 
What e're his cou'd, yours greater did, and more.) 
Let him Claim Kindred with ſome God above, 
You are deſcended from the mighty Joze. 

Brave as you are, I wiſh *twereunderſtood 
By ſomethingelſe, than by ZEgiſthns blood; 
Yet you are innocent, Fate drew the Sword, 
And a religious Duty gavethe word. 
With this the Tyrant does my Lord diſgrace, 
And what's ſtill worſe, dares do it to my Face : 
Whilſt burft with Envy, I am forc'd to be 
Rack'r, and tormented withhis Blaſphemy. 
Shall my Oreſtes be abus'd, :and I 
As one that's unconcern'd' fit careleſs by ? 
No, though diſabled, and of Arms bereft, 

| Yetasa Woman, Ihave one way left, 
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Tears I can ſhed, ſuch as will. yield relief 

To my lick Mind, choak d with excels of grief; 

For when the big charg'd Storm hath loſt its power, 

It ſighs it (&IF into a filent ſhowr. = 

This I can do, whillt by each other preſt, 

The dewy Pcarls run trickling o're my breaſt. 

But how ſhou'd I this fatal woe eſcape ? 

All our whole Race was ſubject to a Rap: : 

Inced not tell, how in ſoft Feathers dreſt, 

The wanton Gad his ſofter Nymph poſleſt ; 

How through the deep in unknown ſhips convey*d 

Hippedame was from her Friends betray'd 3 

How the fair Tjzdaris by force detain'd , 

By th' Amyclemn brethren was regain'd. 

How afterwards by all the Grecian Power 

She was brought back from the [4&ar ſhore. 

I tarce remember that ſad day, and yet, 

Young as 1 was, 1do remember ir. 

Her Brothers wept, her Siſter to remove 

Her Fears, call'd on the Gods, and her own Jove.. 
E Mzcter, 
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Mother, Gd I, in a weak mournful Tone, 
will you be goze, and leave me here alone ? 
w ben you are gone why ſoon a I ſtay behind ? 
All "this I ſpoke, but ſpoke it to the Wind. 
Now likethe reſt of my curſt Pedigree, 
By this Joath'd Wretch Iam detain'd from Thee. 
The brave Achilles wow'd have blam'd his Son, 
Nor had he liv'd, wou'd this have e're be done, 
He ne're had thought it lawful to divide 
Thoſe two, whom Marriage had fo firmly ty'd, 
What is't, ye Gods, that thus provokes your hate 
Or what curs'd Star rules my unhappy Fate ? 
Why am I plagu'd by your mjurious power, 
Robb'd of my Parents in a tender hour ? 
He to the War, ſhe with her Lover fied, 
Though living both, yet both to me were dead. 
No babling words halt ffam'd upon thy totgue 
Lull'd me toſoftrepoſe when I was young. 
Your tender neck wasne're imbrac'd by me, 


Nor fat-Tever ſmiling on your knee, 


Pam bad wget wn}. Tm. aA ka} wont if » Be Mw HI 


I, 


'd, 


atcy 


- c 
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You never tended me, nor was led 

By thee ( dear Mother to my Matriage=bed. 
At your return, [ ſaw, bur knew you not, 

Co ſure my Mother's Face I had forgot. 

I gaz'd, and gaz'd, but knew no Feature there, | 
Yet thought 'twas you, cauſe Divinely fairs 


£ was,” 


ASK'd your own Danghter, where your daughter 


Such was our ignorance, even you, alas! 


Thou, my Oreſtes, wert my fole delight, 
Yetthee too I muſt loſe, unleſs you fight. 
Pyrrhus withhotds me from thy Arms, that? Salf 
Hermione has gan 'd by Thurs Fall. 

Soon as the earl y Harbinger of day © 
Gilds the glad Orb with his reſplendent Rays $5 
My OricP's made gentler by th approaching light, 
And ſome pain ſeems to vaniſh with the night's 5 
But when a Darkneſs o re the Earth; isſpread, 
And I teturn all penſive to my Bed, Cain flow, 
Tears from my eyes, as ſtreams from Foun-' 
F ſhun this Husband,. as rd ſhun a Foe. 


"5 (it 
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Ofc grown unmindful through diſtraCtive Cares, | 

_ Ive ſtretch'd my; Arms, and touch'd him unx 
wares 3; | | 

Strait then-I check the wartdring Senſe, and fly 

Tothe Bed'sutmoſt limits, yet I Te 
ReſtleGevnthere, and think I'm ſtill too nigh. 

Oft I for Pyrrhus have Oreſtes ſaid, 

But bleft the Error which my Fongue had ak 
Now by that Royal God, whoſe frown can make 
The Vaſial Globe of his Creation ſhake, 

Th” Almighty Sire of our unhappy Race, 

And'by the Sacred Urn that does imbrace | 
Thy Father's duſt, whoſe once loud bloud may boaſt 
Thou 11 repoſe haſt laid his ſleeping Ghoſt ; 
Tleither live my dear Oreſtes's Wite, 


Or to. untimely Fate reſign my Life. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Leapder accuſtomed 2ightly to ſwim over the Hel- 

leſpont 70 viſet Hero ( Prieſteſs of Venus Temgle ) 

aſt being at laſt hinder'd by Storms from his wonted 
conrſe, ſends her. the following Ogre 


Eceive this' Letter from Leander , fraught 
With Service, which he rather would bave 

brought, C noma 
Read with a ſmile, —— and yet, if thou wouldf 
My wiſer wiſhes, read them with a frown. 


E 3 - That 
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C 
That Anger phy F  £ will IR | 
* Cauſe of Lea hon canſt id: read, - +I TV! 


The Se: rage high, aud-{carce could we prevail Wh 


With the moſt da was Mariner to ſail. Lot 
Embgfkd at laſt, ar ſculking 4 the Hoid, My 
My. ſtealth is to my” Fenlou: Parents told, C In 
As much too tim'rous they, as I too bold. \ T 
I writ, Gare writing was my ſole relief, N 


And o're the dewy ſheets thus breath'd my gricf, 
Bleſt Letter, g0, my tendereſt thoughts convey, - 
To her warm Lip thy Signers ſhe will lay 5 c 
And with a Kiſs diſſolve thy Seals away. J 
Sewn tedious nights uiteleſs of i]eep I've ſtood, 
Sgh'd with the winds,and murmur'd with the flood; 
Then climbing th? utmoſt Clifts her Coaſt to view, 

My Tears, like Glaſles, thi Objett nearer drew : 

- By th' adverſe winds and waves detain'd 01 ſhore, 

My thoughts run all our former Pleaſures 0 Fe, 


And in ſoft Scenes of Fancy re-injoy 


The bliſs that did our Infant Loves imploy. 


*Twas 
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. 
,Twas night (a Curſe on'the lidparr nent! light 


That pry'd and marr'd the pleaſures of hit night) 
When firſt I (wam the Ford 3 white Cynithias beams, 


Look'd pale, and trembled for me in the ſtreams 


My drooping*- Arms, in hopes they ſhall at length 
Imbrace thy neck, feel freſh ſupplics of ſtrength» 
The wondring Waves to their new Fury yield, 
Not Tritor”s faſter plow the liquid Field. 

Soon on the Temples Spire your Torch 1 ipy'd, 
Fixt like a Star my watery Courſe to guides 
Which Planet-like, ſhoots vigour through my 

veins ; | 
The warmth of my Immortal Love ſuſtains 
In the cold Flood, Lites perifhing remains. 

But now the gentleſt Starthar bleſt my way, 
Your bright ſelf .on the Turret I ſarvey. 

Then with redoubled ſtrokes the Waves divide, 
And by my Hero am at laſt deſcry'd: 


Scarce could your careful Confident reſtrain, 


' But you would plunge, and meet me in the Mait:. 


E 4 _ And 


And made.ſo far your kind Endeavors good, 
That Ankle deep onthe Fords brink you ſtood 5{: 
And ſcent d the new ris'n Vers of the Flood. G 
The ſhgre naw gain'd,to your dear ArmsI flew, 
All dropping as I was with briay-Dew 3 
_ Nor prov'd for that a more unwelcom Gueſt ; 
Your warm lip to my bloydleſs cheek You oe 
Nor felt my Locks diſtilling on your Breaſt, 
Your haſty Robes are. o're my {houlders thrown, 
To ſhrqud my ſhivering Limbs, you {tript your 
Forgetting how your too officious Care, ( OE 
Leftthee( my tend'reſt part ) expogd to Air. 
The night, and we areconſcigus to the reſt, 
Delights that ought nor, cannot be expreſt. 
We knew ſhort ſpace was to our. pleaſures ſet, 
And therefore lovyd nat at the common rate. 
Bus 'th' utmoſt Fury of your Flames imploy'd, 
The Minutes flew leſs faſt than we injoy'd. (wrought, 
With ſuch diſpatch that nights dear joys w@ 
To recolle& ;would make an Age of thought. 
At 


vw, 


Thenfi ighing 1 to the cold Beach deſcend, 
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At Aflevorh the ſickningStars ho r expire, | 
And I with them am ſummon'd to retire. 
Confuvdly then we our Love tak difpatcht, 
Ten thouſand Kifles in a Minute ſnatchr. 

Your Woman chid that I ſo long delay'd, 
You preſt me cloſe, then ask*'d me why I ſtay*d. j 
My ſtay-you firſt reprov'd, and then my halle, 
Nor cry'd Farcwel; till you had claſp'd me falt. 
Day broke ere we our Am'rous ſtrife could end 3 
? ( ſtee 
Truſt me, the Sea from your dear Coalts Gp” 
And all the way methinks I climb the deep. 
But when reviſiting your ſhores, I ſcem 
Deſcending ſtill, and rather fall than ſwim. 
| loath wy Native Soil, and only prize 
That Region where my Loves dear Treaſure lies. 
V/hy 1s not Seſtos to Abjdus joyn'd ? 
Since we united are in heart and mind. 
The ſame our hopes our fears, and our deſires, 
Love is our Life, and one Love both inſpires. 

| hut 
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But ah ! what Mis'ries on that Love attend, / 
Whoſe Joys on humerous Seas and Winds depend? þ 


F by their quarrel loſe, forc'd to delay A 
My tender Vilit, till they cnd the F ray. | 
When ſirſt I croſt the Gulph, the Dolphins gazd fy 
TheSea Nymphs fled, the 1ritons were amaz'd, 
Butnow no more I ſeem a Prodigy, I 
But paſsfor an Inhabitant o'th' Sea. | T 
And fince my paſſage is by Storms withſtood, 0 
I'm nightly miſtby th Brothers of the Flood. JW 
Oft have I curlt the tedious way, but oh / F 
I wiſh in vain that tedious paſſage now. * JT 
Yicld me again, kind Floods, my tireſome way, 
*T was never half ſo tireſome as my Stay. 'G 
Muſt then my Halcyon Love all Winter ſeep, Pr 
And wr launch forth into atroubled Deep > Jy, 
Muſt 1 deſiſt my Homage'to perform, | If 
And ſculk at home for ev'ry peeviſh Storm ef Th 


If thus the Summer Guſts detain my courſe, bn 


How ſhall I through the Winter Surges force ?f- , 
Abſence 
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Abſence ev*nithen I ſhall not long ſuſtain, 3: 


nd? Zut boldly plunge into the raging Main, 

And if the ſwelling Floods not fo6n aſlwage, - 

|'ll make my boaſting good; and dare their rage. 
azd,f My ventrous ſcape ſhall in your Arms bebleſt, | 
d. JOrif I'm loſt, my Anxious Love: find reſt. 
The Waves at leaſt will dowy Corps the grace 
To waft it to my wonted landing place : 
Or of its own accord the Amorous Clay, 
- [Will thither float, nor loſe ſo known a way ! 
| gueſs your Kindneſs will ey'nthen perform 
To the cold Trunk, what you were wont when 
« Wh: | SehaFs +0 
Your (elf diſmantling, you will {hroud me OTC. 
> PJandgricveto find your boſums warmth no _ 


Have power, my vital ſpirits to reſtore. 


If this ſad Fancy diſcompoſe thy Breaſt, 
Think *twas but Fancy, and reſume thy reſt. 


Invoke the Watry Pow'rs(thy Prayers are Charms) 
Tree ?f 


 allwage the ſtorm, and yield meto thy Arms. 
fence} - * | | 


But 


6 Tha 
» FU, 
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But when to your dear Manſion I arrive, 
Looſe ev'ry Wind, and let the Tempeſt drive. 
Twill give my., ſtay pretence, nor can you chid© 
Whilſt Thunder pleads ſoloudly on my fide. 

'Till then permit this letter to ſ\upply / 
The Author's place; and in thy Boſom lie. 
Lodg'd in thy Breaſt,, my Paſſion *twill impart, 


And whiſper its ſoft Meſlage to thy Heart, 


£5 LO04EY F 
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' LEANDER. 


BY 


The ſame Hand. 


Rn RE neno 
Be ——_— 
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\N, F Ith ſuch delight I read your Letter o're, 
ofl- Your Preſence only could have giv'n 
me more. 

Excuſe my Paſſion if it ſoar above 

Your thought ; no man can judge of Womans love. 
With Bus'neſs you, or Pleaſures may ſuſtain 

The Pangs of Abſence, and divert the Pain. 

The 
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The Hills, the Wales the Woods, and Streams II. 
are ſtor'd 4 | Ne 

* With Game, and Profit with Delight afford, PT! 
Whilſt Gins for Beaſts,and Snares for Fow! you ſet, Ai 
Fall ſmile, and your own amorous Chains forget M' 
Ten thouſind helps beſides affe& your Cure, It; 


Whilſt Womens ſole Relicf 1s to endure. W 
Or, with my Confident L hold diſcourſe, O1 
Debating what ſhould interrupt your Courſe : Fc 
Or viewing froma loft the troubled Tide,” As 
Mix in the Fray, and with the Tempeſt chide. JT! 
Or in the Storms leaſt Interval ſuſpett 0: 
Your ſtay, and almoſt charge you with neglett. W 
I ſeek yourfootſteps on the Sands in vain, M: 
The Sands no more confcfs thee than the Main. Ye 
I watch th* arriving Barks, and never fail BBY 
T inquire of you, and write by every Saif. TI 

Still as the ſetting Sun reſtores the Night, - IW 


C The Light to'me more welcome than the Night,) A 
_ '| 
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ms_ $1 fix my flaming Torch to guide my Love, 
Nor ſhines there any friendlier Star above. 
Then with my Work or Book the time I cheat, 

a ſet, | And *midſt the Task Leander's Name repeat. 

rect, | My wedded thoughts no other Theme purſue, 


[talk a hundred things but all of you. 

What think*ſt thou, Nurſe,does my Leander come? 
Or waits he till his Parents ſſeep at home ? 

For he is forc'd to ſteal his Paſlage there, 

As nightly we by ſtealth admit him here. | 
Think'ſt T hou that now he ſtrips him 1n the Bay , 
Or is already plung'd, and on his way ? 

Whilſt ſhe poor Soul with tedious watching ſpent, 
Makes half Replies, and Nodding gives Aſſent. 
Yetcannet I the fmmalleft pauſe allow, 
But cry, he is launch'd forth for certain now. 

| Then ev'ry Moment through the Window peep 3 
With greedy Eyes examin all the Deep ; 

) And whiſper to the Floods a tender Prayet 


'[1n' your behalf; as if I 'Ffpy'd you there. 


— 


4% 


6&4 OVIDs FPISTLES. 


—— 


— ; 2 ——_ 


Or to beguile my Griefs my Ear incline, % 
And takeeach gentle Breezes Voice for Thine: K 

At laſt, ſurpriz'd with ſleep, in DreamsT gain l 
That Bliſs, for which I wak'd ſolong in vain. f 

Toſhroud you then my ſhoulders I diveſt; - 

And claſp you ſhivering to my warmer Breaſt, 

A Lover necdnot be inform'd the Reſt, C ploy; l 
Theſe Pleaſures oft my ſlumb'ring thoughts in 
But ſtill tare Dreams, and yield no ſolid Joy, p 
Tho! ne're ſo lively the fruition be, | fo 
To fill my Bliſs I muſt have very Thee. : 6 
At preſent, I confcſs, the Seas are rough, A 
But were laſt Night compos'd, and calm enough; y 
Why did you then my longing hopes delay ? Fr 
Why diſappoint me witha total ſtay? T 
Is it your Fear that makes my wiſhes vain ? [Ar 
When rougher, you have oft ingag'd the, Main þ 6 
If it be Fear, that friendly Fear retain, Tt 
Nor vifit me till you ſecurely may; E 

c 


Your danger would afflict me more than ſtay. 
- Dread” 
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Dread — that blows, But oh! [mopMind 
nh Miſpives, leſt you prove various as thatiWind; - £ | 
It cre you! change, your Error ſecret keep, 
And in bleſt Ignorance petmit me ſleep.: +4) 
Not that I am/inform'd y* are chang'd .at all; . 
Y but abſent; Lovers fear what e're may fall: ; !!'i 
Detain'd by th: Floods, your ſtay'I wil-notblamtF 
Y.» {| Bur, Icfs I dread:the Floods thin ſame new:Blames 
Be huſht ye. | Winds, ye. raging-Billows :fleep;: © 
And yield .my Love. fafe paſſage throughthedeep! 
Bleſt ſign,” the Taper ſparkles whilſt I-prayz- * - * 
A Gueſt ith*-Flame !. Leander's on his way 1:1 
Our Honfhold Altar yields propitionsifigns,::0H 
> | Fromwhichmy Nurſe your ſwik approdehdivined 
The Crickets xocof yourarrival warn7 5 2 317 
And ſay our>Namber ſhalt-mereaſe ere Moth." 77 
-—— Come, gentl2 Youth; andwith' thy proſtate make 
The glad:.ConjeGture trier; dhe Day Will breale; * 
And marr our.-blifs,* prevent the 'haſbnidgMojn 6 
To me and Eoyes' forfikenIFoys return” *- ct 
F 


ad". > 
AP 
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_ My bed-without Thee will afford nov Reſt, 
There is no Pillow like: Leander's Breaſt. 

'Doſt thou (uſpedt the.tme will betoo ſhort ? 
Or want'it thou ſtrength th' adventure to ſupport? 
Tf this detain thee, Oh! nolonger ſtay, 

I'll plunge and meet Thee in the Flood half way, 
Thus in-the 'verdant Waves our Flames ſhall meet, 
And danger make the foft imbrace more ſweet. 
OurLoye's our own, which yet we take by ſtealth, 
Like Midnight Miſers from their. hidden Wealth. 
*Twixt Dectncy and Love unhappy made, 
Whilſt Fame forbids what our Deſires perſwade, 
How art thou nightly (natch'd from me away ? 
Todare 'theFloud when Sailers keep the Bay. 
Yet be advisd thou Conqueror of the Tide, 

Nor in thy youthful Strength ſo much.confide. 
Think.notthine Arms can more than Oars prevail; 
Nor dare toſwim, when Pilots fear to Sail. 

With much regret I cautiouſly perſwade, 

And almoſt wiſh my Counſel diſobey'd» 


— 


| 
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Yer when to the rough Main my Eyes I turn, 
Methinks I never ca enough forewarn 5 ; 
Nor does my leſt Nights Vifton ets affriotit; —_ 
12? | ( Tho expiated with many a Sacred Rite, ) 

A ſporting Dolphing whilſt the Floud retir ary 
pay. | L4Y kid i*th' Ooze, and on the Beach expird.. 


et, What &r the Dream portend, as yet reſide 

: | Jtheſafe Port, nor cruſt thi mcohſtant Tide. 

lth, The Storm T4 roo fierce to Jaſt) will ſoon Jocay, 

), | Then with xedoubled ſpeed redeem your ſtay. -- 

Till then theſe ſheets ſome pleaſure may impart, 
le, They bring -what moſtyon prize, your Hero's heart. 
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illa-ssst 


Proteſilaus, ljing Windbound at Aulis, in the Gre- 
cian Fleet , deſign'd for the Trojan War , his 
_Wife Laodamia. Sends. this- —— Epiſtle to 


7. 


Ealth to the gentle Man of War, and may 

What Laodamia ſends; the Gods convey. 
The Wind that ſtill in 4ul7s holds my Dear, 
Why was it notſo croſs to _ him here? 


-  —— c——— —_— . . w —_ Wo t 
, 


; 


| 
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Let the Wind raiſean Harricaneat Sea, - © ' 
A '| Were he but ſafe .and warm aſhore with me: - - 


DO —— 


Ten thouſand kiſſes T had more to give him, - pg 2 
Ten thouſand cautions, and ſoft words «to-leaye' 
In haſt he left me, ſummon'd by the Wind,” 
(The Wind to barbaroas Mariners only kind.) - 
The Seaman's pleaſure, is the Lover's pain, | 

lq; (ProteſFans 1s from my boſom ta'ne ! ) 

| As from my faultering tongue half ſpeeches fe11, 

— | (Scarcecould I ſpeak that wounding word Farewel.) 

A merry Gale (at Sea they call it ſo) 

Fil'd every Sail with joy, my breaſt with: WO, 

rre- | There went my dear Proteſilays —— 

4 | VVhile I could ſee thee , full of eager pain, -. 

My greedy eyes epicuriz'd on Thine, 

VVhen thee no more, but thy ſpread SailsI view, 

7 | looks, and look'd, till I had loſt them too}, 

þ. But when nor thee, nor themT-could deſery; 

And all was Sea that came within my eye; 


et 


EO 


They ſay ( for I have quite forgot) they ſay 
I ſtrait grew pale, and fainted quite away 3 
Compaſlionate Tphiclas, and the good old Man, 
My. Mother too, to my afliſtance ran 3 
In haſt cold Water on my face they threw, 
And brought me tamy (elf with much ado, 
They meant it well, to me it ſeem'd not ſo, 
Much kinder had they been to let me go : 
My: anguiſh with my Soul together came, 
And-in my heart burft out the. former flame : 
Since which, my .uncomb'd locks unheeded flow, 
Undreſt, forlorn, I care not how I go ; 
Inſpir'd with Wine, thus Bacchus frolick rout 
Staggerd of old, and ftraggled all about. 
Paton, Put on, the happy Ladies ſay, 
- Thy Royal Robes fair Laodamia. 
Alas ! before Troy's Walls my Dear does lie, 
What pleafure can I take in Tyrian dye ? 
Shall Curles adorn my head, an Helmet thine ? 
Lin bright Tiſſues, thou in Armour ſhine ? 

| Rather 
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D 
AM with ſtudied negligence Fll be ' 
As ill, if not difguiſed worſe than Thee. 

O Paris ! raisd by ruins ! may'[t thou prove 
As fatal in thy War, as inthy Love / 
O that the Grecian Dame had been leſs fair, 
Or thou leſs lovely hadſt appear'd to Her ! 
O Menelaus! timely ceaſeto ſtrive, 
With how much blood wilt thou thy loſs retrieve? 
From me, ye Gods, avert your heavy doom, - '* 
And bring my Dear, laden with Laurels home. 
But my heart fails me, when I think of War, . - 
The fad refleQion coſts me many a tear < 
I tremble when I hear the very name 


Of every place where thou ſhalt tight for fame. 


Beſides th' adventurous Raviſher well knew 

The fafeſt Arts bis Villany to purſue; 

In noble drefs he did her heart furprize, 

With gold he dazled her unguarded Eyes, 

He back'd his Rape with Ships and armed Men, 

Thus ſiorm'd, thus took the beauteous Fortreſs in., 
| F 4 Againſt 
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Againſt the power of: Lowe: _ ores of Arms :.// 


There's no {ccurity ih the brighteit Charms, -- -/ 
= HeGor L iFar,, much do l. He@or fear, 

A Man (they. ſay): experienc'd in war. 

My Dear, tt jthou haſt. any. Love for me, 
- Of that ſame HeFor prithee mindful be, 

Fly him be ſure, and every. other Foe, 


Eeſt teach:of them ſhould prove an He&or too. 


Remember,, when for fight thou ſhalt prepare, 
Thy, Laodumia charg'd:thee, havea care, ; 
For what wounds thou receiy'(t, are giv*rfto her. 
If by thy. valour Troy. muſt ruin'd be, 

May not the ruin Jeave one ſcar on thee ; ; 


Sharer in th? honour from the danger free / 


Let Mevelars fight, and force his way 


Great be hjzs. Victory, 'as-his cauſe is Food, 


May he fwim to her in his Enemies blood. 


CDeareft) .no-other Combatant but me!" 
= Ye 


Through the falſe Razifher*s Troops to his _ 


Thy Caſc'is- different; ----' may*ſt thou live to ſee * 


T 
4 


14, 


| C 
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Ye generous. Trojant, turn Four Swords away 

From. his. dear:Breaſt; find out. a nobler prey, ns 

Why ſhould. yon barmlefs. Laodamia flay ? 

My poor good natur'd Man-did never know: 

What 'tis to fight;. or how to face a Foe 3 

Yet-in Love's field what wonders can he do ? 

Great 1s his Proweſs and his-Fortune too'; : 

Let them go fight, who know not how to woe. 
Now I muſt own, I fear'd to let thee go, 

My trembling lips had almoſt told thee fo. Cleats 

When'from thy. Father's Houſe thou didſt with- 

Thy fatal ftumble at the door I ſaw, 

[aw ir, figh'd, and pray'd theſ1ga might be 

Of: thy return a happy Prophefſie ! 

cannot but acquaint thee with my fear, 

be not too brave,'--- Remember, Have a care, C 

And-all my dreads will vaniſh into Air. - 
Among the 'Grecians:ſome one-muſt be found 

That firſt ſhall ſet "his wo on Trojan ground 5 


Unhappy 


w 
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Unhappy ſhe that ſhall his loſs bewail, h 


Grant, O ye Gods, thy courage then may fail, [Th 
| Of all the Ships, be thine the very laſt, | 
Thou the laſt man thar lands ; there needs no haſt;ITo 
To meet a potent, and a treacherous foe; Wh 


Thow'kt land I fear too ſoon, tho' ne're fo flow. IVV 
At thy Return ply every Sail and Oar, Suc 

And nimbly leap on thy deſerted ſhore, _ Al 

 Alltheday long, and all the lonely night 4 
Black thoughts of thee my anxious Soul affright:||! * 

Darkneſs, to other Womens pleaſures kind, JC 
Augments, like Hell, the torments of my mind. Jn 
I court een Dreams, on my forſaken Bed, Th 
Falſe Joys muſt ſerve, ſince all my true are fleh | 
What's that ſame airy Phantom fo like thee? Tc 
What wailings do | hear, what paleneſs ſee & | Þ Re 
I wake, and hag my ſelf, *tis but a Dream. —— ÞJRe 
The Grecian Altars know I feed their flame, Ve 
The want of hallow'd wine my tears ſupply, of 
Which make the ſacred fire burn bright and high. |T! 
| When | 
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hen ſhall 1 claſp thee in theſe Arms of mine, 

| Theſe longing Arms, and he diſfclv'd in thine 8 
hen ſhall I have thee by thy ſelf alone, 

naſt;ITo learn' the wondrous AGions thou haſt done? 

Which when in rapturous wordsthou haſt begun 

v. [VVith many, and many a kiſs, prithee tell on, 

Such interruptions graceful pauſes are, 

A Kiſs in Story's but an halt in VVar. 

- But whenTthink of Troy, of winds, and waves, 

ht! fear the pleaſant dream my hope deceives - 

{Contrary windsin Port detain thee too, 

d. [In ſpite of wind and. tide why wouldſt thou go ? 

Thus to thy Country thou wouldit hardly come, 

led, | In ſpite of wind and tide thou went'ſt from home. 

Tohis own City Neptune ſtops the way, 

Revere the Omer, and the God's obey. 

— JReturn ye furious Greczars, homeward fly, 

Your ſtay is not of Chance, but Deſtiny : 

How can your Arms expe@ defir'd ſucceſs, 

That thus contend for an A4dultere/s ? 


—_ 
- 
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But, let not me foreſpeak you, no, /--- ſet Sail,: T 


76 


—— 


And Heav'n befriend you with a proſperous gale!ſ] A: 


Ye Trojans! with regret methinksIſte IT 
Your firſt encounter with your Enemy 1 
I fee fair Helex put on all her Charms, [] 


To buckle on her luſty Bridegroom's Armsz | A 
She gives him Arms, and kiſſes ſhe receives, 
(I hate the tranſports each to other gives.) ) 
She leads him forth.: and ſhe commands him comeff Þ 
Safely victorious, and triumphant home, 
And he ( no doubt ) will make no nice delay; || 1* 
But diligently do what e're ſhe ſay 3 Et 
Now he returns! --- ſee with what amorous fpeed 
She takes the pond'rous Helmet from: his head, : 
And Courts the weary Champion toher Bed. 
We Women, too too credulous alas ! 
Think what we fear will ſurely come to paſs. 
Yet, while before before the Leagure thou doſt lie 


Thy PiGrre is ſome pleaſure to wy Eye, 


'That | 


d 
Ul, ; 


pale! And lodge it on my Breaſt, asI would thee 3 | 


| Twere very thee, could it thy mind 1 impart 3 


lay, 
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That, I careſs 1 in words moſt kind and free, 
There muſt be ſomething in it more than Art, 


[ kiſs the pretty 1dol, and complain, 

As if (like thee) *t would anſwer me again. 
By thy. return, by thy dear Self, I ſwear, 

By our Loves Vows, which moſt Relgious ares, ; 

By thy beloved Head, and thoſe gray Hairs 

Which time may on it Snow, in future years, 

| come, where e'rethy fate ſhall bid thee go, 

Eternal Partner of thy. weal and woe, 

So thou but. hve, tho' all the God's ſay No. 
Farewel, --- but prethee very careful be. 

of thy beloved Self Cl mean ) of me. 


+3. 
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Demophoon, the Sox of Theſeus ard Phzdra, re 0! 
turning from the Trojan Wars, was' by adverſe T| 

Winds drivn on the Thracian Shore , where he 
was Royally entertained ,” and received into fa- Tl 
miliarity by Phillis, Daughter of Lycargus and] w 
Cruſtumena, King and Yuen of Thrace 3 with 
whone , after he had a while remain'd,” hearing of Fl 
the Death . of Meneſtheus { the - Depojer of his 1 
Father ) he went to take poſſejſzon of his own 
Realms of: Athens', yet with carneſt proteſtations Þ| = 
of returning. within the ſpace of one Month, || t; 
But being detain'd paſt the appointed time by 
the diſtradions his People were under, he gave oc- | F 
caſion to Phillis (7mpatient of delays ) to write him 


P Hillis (who entertaind thy Love and Thee, 
Fatileſs Demophoon) blames thy Perjury : 
| How 
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How,when with pain weparted, didſ{t thou mourn, 


And ſeem'dft to live alone for thy return! 

How didft thou limit my diſtreſs, and ſwear 
Within one month thy ſpeedy preſence here ! 
Yet now four Moons are weary'd out, and ſee 
Thee ſtill regardleſs of thy Vows and me. 

Hadſt thou atender ſenſe to know the pain 

Of abſent Lovers, who expect in vain, 

Thou would*ſt not call me haſty, nor upbraid 
Theſe humble murmursof a Wife b<tray'd. - 
We'reſlow in our believing Tlls, for I 

Flatter'd my ſelf thar yet I ſhou'd not die ; 7 (4 
My felf Pye oft deluded, ---- thought thee kind << | 
--- Thy Ship returning with a proſp'rous wind : --- 
Thejens Þve carſt, and yet unjuſtly him, 


= | For thou perhaps art Author of thy Crime. 


The dang'rous: fhoals of Hebrns made me mourn, 
As: fancying thee:expos'd inthy* return. | 
Oft for thy health I've ſought the Gods ea 


And: Incenſe burnt to place thee in their care. 


When 


— 
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When e're the Wind ſtood fair, I fancy'd wo 


Thy ſudden preſence, or thy certain fate. . .. !.;/ 
* Then havel ſtudy'd reaſons for thy ſtay; + -- *| 


And -urg'd my witto favour thy, delay - 


Yer- doſt not thou the fenſc of -Vows retain; : :_ { 


To Gods, and me;,"made equally.jn vain.” +7 


Thy ſtricteſt Vows:did-mix with..common' Air, '. 
Nor doesthy tardy Fleet the fault repair.- 

Thy. abſence fully. does my Crime reprove, ; - 
And (tems deſign'&to pay ſo cheap a Love. - 
My only fault was loving ealily, 

And yet that fault claims 'gratitude in thee. 
Where's now = faith, --- _ rin hands, 

: and/where: f | 
The God 09g by hy. £ fallzcious pray'r? 
Where's, Hymen now that ſhould our hearts. imite; 
Bleſsrand-ſecure.our:conjugal dehight?  :1f + [T 
Firſt, by the Sea thou- fwor'ft-thymeaning juſt, 
The Sea'that then:thou wert about; to'truſt :./! ['-) 

2.47 03 23:19 1 :TKhob 
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Thou ſworſt by thy pretended Grandlire's nanie, 


| The God that does rebellious ſtorms reclaim :_ 


By Venus and by Love's Artillery, 


JThelnſtrumetits of mighty woes to me: 
' YBy Juno, who of Marriage Vows takes care, 
And Ceres, who the hallow*d Torch does bear : 


Shou'd theſe wrong'd Pow'rs be juſt, cow'd(t thou 
withſtand 


"FThe angry ſtroke of -an Almighty hand ? 


{Thy Ships 1 did repair, thy Sails improve, 


-*/ And ſtrengthen'd the deſerter of my Love; 


Þ1 gave thee Oars as Inſtruments of ſpeed, 


' YAnd ſharpen'd all the darts by which I bleed: 
- FThy words, ---- Thy Kindred Gods ---- what ere 


was fain'd, 

With Joy I heard, with Faich I entertain'd : 
View'd with regard thy falſe commanded xears; . 
Thy artful ſorrow, and thy feeming fears; 

Thy Arts of Love to me thou might'{t haveſpat'd; 
For I was too unhappily prepar'd. 

| G Nor 
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Nor ſhouw'd I grieve to have well treated Thee, 
And limited my hofpitality, 

But. to admit thee looſely tomy breaſt, 

Is Treaſon, fatal to my preſent reſt. 

Ah ! hadT dy'd before that evening came, 

I then had dy'd in peace, ſecure of fame. 
Yielding, Thop'd thy gratitude might move, 
And ſhewing mine, deſerve thy utmolt love. 
But *is inglorious thus to have betray'd 

(All pitileG ) a frail believing Maid - 

A Maid that Jov'd thee, thou haſt robb'd of faine, 


? 


And may no greater honour reach thy name. 
In Athens, when thy Statue ſhall be plac'd 
Near thy great Father with his Trophies grac'd : 
When Scyroz and Procruſtes ſhall be read, 

Scizis and Minotanre in triumph lead - 

Thebes quite reduc'd, the Centaur's overcome, 
Hell ſtorm'd, and the black King difturb'd.at home, 
Thy hated Image thus inſcrib'd ſhall End, 
— He whobeiray'd his Mifireſs and his Friend. 
Of 


da 
% 
Th 
His 


&) 
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ofa al thy ity Father has atchiev'd, 

Thou lik*ſt, that Arizdze was deceiv'd - | 

What he repented, thou doſt ſtill admire, 

And only to his treachery art Heir - 

(Unenvy'd ) ſhe enjoys a nobler Mate, 

And drawn by harnefs'd Tygres, rides in ſtate. 

The Thraciar's, whomlT fcorn'd, now ſhun my bed, 
As one by ſtrange polluted hands miſled. 


Says one, let learned Athens be her place, 


| ome nobler Hand ſhall govern warlike Thrace. 


me, 


The End proves all —— and may henever hit 


His raſh preſage, who dares condemn thee yet, 

For ſhou'dſt thou now return, each will conclude 
| ſtudy'd with my own my Country's good : 

I've fail'd, alas ! Thou no review doſt make. 

Or of my Palace or the Cryſtal Lake. 

My eyes retain thy graceful Image, when 

With mournful Bows thou bad'{t me hope agen. 
Thoudid'ſt imbrace me, and with ſuch delay, 
That long breath'd kiſſes ſcem'd to mean thy ſtay 3 
"9 ' Theu' 
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Thou did'ſ{t exchange,and mix our tears,and GvearfTt 


"The Wind wasinauſpicious, when *twas fair 5 + JR 


Whenour divorce thou cou'dſt no more decline, fT! 
Thou faid*ſt, Expei? me Phillis, I a thine:YW 


Him I expect, who meant to come no more, W 


And Ships no more defign'd to touch this ſhore: To 
Yet ſtill I hope--ah! come, tho? paſt thy time, © JOr 
That thy delay may be thy only Crime. Fa 
Some wanton Maid ( perhaps ) ſeduces Thee, FJLo 
And buys thy love with cheap diſcourſe of me. JBy 


Thou can'ſt not be unmindful whol am, Wh 
Conſult thy ſelf for my negle&ted name 3 I fa 
Phzllisthy Conſtant, hoſpitable Friend, Lar 


Whodid her harbour and aſliſtance lend - Ant 
Love, .Empire, All ſubmitted to thy will, » 


Who gave theemuch, and wiſh'd to give thee (till; fai 
Ljcurgus's Land ſurrender'd to thy ſway, Abc 
Andto thy Hand its Scepter did convey, Anc 
As for as Rhodope and Hemus go, |  JThe 


And the ſoft ſtreams of ſacred Hebrus ſlow ; Anc 
| Thee 


Om —— 


4 bee my laſt bluſhes leſt, thy loves long toils 
; + FRewarded with my conquer'd Virgin Spoils. 
line {The howling Fiends,and ominous Birds of Night, 
ine; (With diſmal notes /perform'd each Nuptial Rits : 
With her curl'd Snakes the fierce AleFo came, 
.» JTolight our Tapers with infernal flame. 
> - On RocksI walk ---- and ore the barren Sand, 
Far asmy Eyes can reach the ſpacious Strand ; 
Look out all hours to ſee what Wind ſtands fair | 
> By Earths cold 'damp untir'd, or Heav'ns bleak air ; 
When any diſtant Sail I chance to ſpy, : 
l fancy thy looſe Streamers drawing nigh: 
Launch'd into Seca, the tardy Gales I chide, 
And to meet thee ſtem th*. impetupus Tide 3 
When their approach declares my hopes are vain 
ill;[I fainting crave th aſſiſtance of my Train. 
Above the Bay , which the ſpent Billows blocks 


And forms a Precipice of pendant Rocks, 


Thence my deſpair preſcntghy 
and nought but thy return ny life ſhall ſave, 
hee G 3 | | May 


2 a grave, 
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May ſome kind W ave to thy own Shore convey, 


And at thy fect thy floating Phillis lay, 

'Thy melting heart this diſmal ſound will groan, 
In theſe embraces joyn'd, we meet too ſoon —— 
Oit have thirlted for a pois'nous draught, 

As oft a deatn from ſome kind Poniard ſought 3 
Okt round that neck a filxen Twine I caſt, 
Which once thy dear perfidious Arms imbrac'd. 
By death T1 heal my preſent Infamy, 

But ſtay to chooſe the ſpeedieſt way to die. 

This ſad ſhort Epitaph ſhall ſpeak my doom, 
And fix my mournful ſtory on my Tomb, 

This Monument did falſe Demophoon build 
With the cold Aſhes of his Miſtreſs fill'd; 

He was the cauſe, and hers the hand that kill d. 
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Mr. FOHN COOPER. 


The ARGUMENT T. 


Hecuba, being with Child of Paris, arcam'd ſbe 
was delivered of a Firebrand + Priam, conſulting 
the Prophets , was anſwer'd . the Child ſhou'd be 
the Cauſe of the Deſtru@dion of Troy , whereſore 
Priam commanded it ſhould be deliver'd to wild 
Beaſts as ſoon as born + but Aecuba conveys it 
fecretly to Mount 1da , there to be foſtcr'd by 
the Shepherds , where he falls in love with the 
Nzzrph OEnone , but at length being known 
and orwn'd, he ſails into Greece, and carries 
Helen to Troy , which OEnone kearing, writes 

. his this Epiſtle. \ 


5X 


E:d this,(if your new Bride will ſufferJread ; 
And no upbraidings from Myceza dread. 
WW 4 Only 
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Only OErone here does of her ſwain 


(If he will let her call him hers ') complain. 


What God has roBb'd me of your love and you? 


Or irom what Crime of mine proceeds my woe ? 


«* 


Misfortunes, when delery'd, we may endure, 


But v.hcn unjuſtly born, can find no Cure. 


Tio' now a Prince, not yet ſo great you was, 


When a fam'd Nymph, I toop'd to your imbrace: 
A Stave you was ( forgive what I have ſaid ) 
Slave as you was, I took you to my Bed, gli 
Often, amidit your Flocks, bcneath ſome {hade W 
On Leavesand Flow rs we amorouſly were laid, JD 
As oft, upon the Straw, our joys we provd k 
In ſome low ſhed from Winter ſtorms remov'd. A 
When you roſe up to Hunt , I fſhew'd you game, 
Surpris'd the Infant ſavage and his Dam, 
Companion of your ſports, the toils did place, | 
And chear'd the ſwift pac'd Houndsupon the chaſe, Þ\ 
Upori the Trees your fickle carv'd my name, 
Andev'ry Beach is conſcious of your flame, I 
| | Well 
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&11 remember that tall Poplar Tree, 

It's Trunk is flld, and with Records of me, ) 


1? IWhich, may it live! on the Brooks margin ſet, 


2 Bas on it's knotty Bark theſe Verſes writ - 

When Paris live not to OEzoze true, 

Back Xanthus ſtreams ſhall to their fountains flow, 
> J[Turn! Turn ye ſtreams! and Xarthus backwards 
e: The faithleſs Paris has forgot his Vow. NS nz | 

Calm was our love, bleſt with delightful eaſe, 
QTill a black ſtorm o'rcaſt my former peace, 
When the three Heawnly Beauties bl::{t thine eyes, 
| IDclignd Thee Umpire to beſtow the prize. 
Asfrom your mouth the fatal Story came, 
Aſwift cold trembligp ſhot through all my frame. 
Ee, To Ancient Sages my juſt doubts I bear , 
And all conclude ſome dreadful miſchief near. __ 
Now the tall Pines into ſtrong Barks you ſhape, -. > CY 
le | Which ſweep the ſurface of the yielding deep, = | 
From your ſwoln Eyesthe Tears at parting erept, 
| | Deny it not » nor beaſhanyd you wept : 
ell C Your 
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C Your Love was then no 1njury toyour Fame; 


' Youdaily burn in a more ſhameful flame. ) 

You wept, and on my Eyes you gazing {tood, 

Whoſe falling Tears increas'd the briny Floud. 

About my Neck your wreathing Arms you flung, 

Cloſer than Vines totheir lov'd Elms youclung - 

When for your ſtayyou did the Tcmpeſts blame, 

How oft they laugh'd who knew the Ocean calm! 

'Midſt thoufand Kiffes, when you'd bid farewel], 

Scarce could your tongue the fatal Meſlage tell. 

You arcembarqu d : Againſt your Gally'sfide | 

The plying Oars beat up the foaming Tide : 

Till hurry'd from my fight, your Ships I view, 

Then my Salt Tears the pared Sands bedew. 

Soon, ye Sea Gods, again ſoon may he com? 

(I fondly pray'd ) but to my ruin ſoon. 

Fhe Gods my wiſhes do ſucccl>ful make, 

But all, alas! for that curſt Strumpets ſake, : 
A 


My Pray'rs into anothers Arms have brought 


you back. 


— 


A 
Guſt 
You 
Plu 
WI 
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A vaſt high Rock there 1s, whoſe craggy ſides, 
ſtain the fury of incroaching Tides. 

Your Sails hence ſpy'd I hardly coald delay , 
Plung'd in the deep, to 'mect you by the way 3 
When . one I ſaw, whilea ſhort pauſe Imade, 
Upon the Deck in glorious Purple clad - 
Gods! How I ſhook ! Fear did my Soul poſlcſs 


[With horror to behold th* unuſual dreſs. 


As nearer to the ſhore your Veſlcl came, 
Iſpy'd, O blaſting fight! The charming Dame 3 


Nay more, —her wanton head ( into the Sea 


Why leapt I not? ) upon your Boſomlay. 


Twas then I beat my Breaſt, and tore my Hair, 
With all the ſymptomes of a deep deſpair. 

IfIPd the Air with my diſtraCted crys, 

And 14's Mount reſounded with the Noiſe. 


Thence with dire imprecations I remov'd 


Unto thoſe conſcious Caves, where once we lov'd. 
Hear me, ye Gods / may the curſt Helez be 
As wretched full as ſhe has render'd me ; 


May 
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May, ſhe complain of falſe and broken Vows, 


And pine, like'me, for a regardleſs Spouſe. 
Now they do charm, who from their Husbands fly, 
And the wide Ocean plow, to follow thee ; 
When a poor Shepherd, a {mall Flock you fed, 
Then I, and only I, vouchſaf'd my Bed. 

Nor think I ſue to be 1n Courts ador'd, 

And own'd the Daughter of all Afa's Lord 3 
Tho? your great Parents need not be aſham'd, 
When '"mongſt their many Children I am nam'd. 
A Scepter would not ill become this hand, 

So much | wiſh and merit to command. 

Deſpiſe me not, becauſe with you I lay, 

And paſs'd,on new fall'n leaves the well ſpent day; 
For thy OEnone's worthy of a Bed, 

Not with Green leaves but gawdy Purple ſpread. 
Safe you may {Izep and harmleſs in my Arms, 
Your joys uninterrupted with alarms 


But with my Rival thus you muſt notlive, | 
For Greece in Arms demands the fugitive. 


Ruin 1sall the dowry ſhe cangive. : 
Ack 


J'S 
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Ak your grave Friends:, with piercing wiſdom 
fraught, 

Whom many years have much experience taught, ' 
Ask Sage Anteror, and your aged Sire, 
It ſhe's to be reſtor'd whom they require - 
Baſe man ! your Country for her ſake deſtroy, 
Shame's on your part, and juſtice. on their {ide. 
Or can you think that ſhe will conſtant prove, 
Who was ſo eaſily intic'd to love ? 
When once debauch*d, our Sex for ever burn 
In lawleſs fires 3 Vertue knows no return : 

Diſhonour never gives a ſecond blow ? 
| And once a Whore ſhe will be ever lo. 
Put her firm love that {craple has remov*d, 
Vain man ! ev*n thus Atrides once ſhe lov'd. 
Alone he lies poor cred'lous Cuckold now ! 
And does deplore what you e'rwhile muſt do. E 
Fool that he was tothink the could be true ! 
Happy Andromacke! who jultly art 

[ 

| op + ot of a firm and Loyal kcart! 
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A Faith like hers thou haſt beheld in me, 

And He&or's Vertue ſhould have ſhin in thee; 
* But thou art lighter than the ſaple(s Leaf, 

Of which the Autumn blaſts the Trees bereave z 
Or than the ſtalks of the well ripen'd Wheat 
Made the VVinds ſport by the Sun's parching heat, 


WellI remember what your Siſter ſaid, 
When the ſtronge God poſleſs'd the furious Maid; 
OEnone ceaſe to plow up fruitleſs Lands, 

And fow the Seed upon. the barren Sands. 

The Greciaz Heifer comes who reaps thy joys, 

T he bane of Troy, and Priax's ancient Houſe. 
She comes ! forbid it heay'n: And in the deep. 
Now, Now ye Gods ſink down the guilty Ship; 
Now 1s the time to plunge it in the Floud, - 

It bringsdeſtruCtion, and is fraught with bloud. 
She ſaid + Her people ſnatch'd her from myview, 
As through the Woods full of the God the flew. 
Too true {he ſpoke ! my joys that Heifer proves, 
Does in my Groves and Flowry Meadows nd 


And all the pleaſant paſtures of my love. * 
Fair 
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F air tho' ſhe be, your Helen isa V Vhore 

EE5 Whom each new face draws from her Native ſhore, 
With Theſeus thus the falſe inconſtant fled ; 

ez || But he untouchdreſtor'd the ſpotleſs Maid. 


Ah who can Faith to the forg'd Story vield £ 
neat, | His Veins with youthful bloud and vigor filld, 


A Lover too! could he his joys forbear ? 


aid; | And in poſleſfton of his heav'n deſpair ? 

Miſcal not thus her ready flight a Rape, 

Her wicked (elf contriv'd the wiſt'd eſcape. 

But I, falſe as you are, have kept my Vows, 
Tho” your example would my Crimes excuſe. 

: Long time 1liv'da Tenant of the Groves, 

The common objc& of the Satzr*s loves, 

Me, Faunus too, who ore the Mountains fled, | 
Purſi'd, with Leafy Chaplets on his head 

And Phabxs, who, but with much force, obtain'd 
That bliſs or which the reſt in vain complain'd. 

I tore my hair, while my ſoft Limbs he preſt, 


2 And that curſt face for which I was diſprac'd. | 
| No 


_ 
—_— 
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No ſordid recompence of wealth I ſought. ; 


That Creature*s mean whoſe love is to be bought, 

' Butmethe grateful God with knowledge ſtor'd, 

And the ſame Gifts for which hinſelPs ador'd. 

For no one Plant the fertil earth does yield, 

But in it's VertuesT am amply skill'd. _ 
( prove, 

Wretch ! of what uſe does thy vain knonwledge 

Nodrug alas! can curethe wounds of love. 

Not Pkebus's ſelf the Author of our Art 

Could in this caſe guard his immortal heart : 

Nought or from earth, or heav*n can cure hy 

In thee alone muſt my relief be found, ( wound, 

My Paris can, and he muſt pity ſhow, 

To her who merits all he can beſtow 5 

For am yours, with you of old did paſs, 

' In childiſh innocence my Infant days ; 

And 1 beſeech you Godsto fix my doom, 

And give that bleſſing to the time to come. 

So in his Arms to whom my Youth I lent, 

Shall the remains of my bleſt life be ſpent. 

| APARA- 
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O thee, dear Paris, Lord of my Deſires. 
Fork tender Partner of my ſofteſt Fires ; 
Totheel write, mine, whilſt a Shepherds Swaia, 
But now a Prince, that Title you diſdain. 

A. H Oh 
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Oh fatal Pomp, that cou'd fo ſoon divide 

What Love, and all our Vows ſo firmly ty'd! 

: What God, our Loves induſtrious ro preyent/. 

Curſt thee with power, and ruin'd my Content? 

Greatneſs, which does at beſt but ill agree 

With Love, ftuch Diſtance ſets 'wixt Thee and Me, 

Whilſt thou a Prince, and I a Shepherdels, 

My raging Paſiion canhaveno redrels, | 

Wou'd. God, when firſt Faw thee, thou hadft been 

This Great, this Cruel, Gelebrated thing. 

That without hope I might have gaz'd and þow'd, 

And mixt my Adoration with the Crow'd4 z 

Unw ounded then I had eſcap'd thoſe Eyes, 

Thoſe lovely Authors of my Miſcries. 

Not that leſs Charms their fatal pow'r had dreſt, 

But fear and Awe my Love had then ſuppreſt : 

My unambitious Heart no Flame had known,': 

But what Devotion pays to Gods alone. 

I might have wonder'd, and have wiſht that He, 

Whom Heaven ſhou'd make me love, might look 
like thee. | More 


At 3 


Mie. 
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Morein a filly Nymph had been a fin, 
Tivs had theheight of my Preſumption bcen, 
But thou a Flock didft feed on [da*s Plain, 
And hadſt no Title, but The lovely Swain, 
A Title ! which more Virgin Hearts has won, 


— 


Than that of being own'd King Priaz!'s'Son. 
Whilſt me a harmleſs Neighbouring Cottagey 
You ſaw, and dia above the relt prefer. | 
You ſaw! and ar firſt fight you lov'd me too, 
Nor cow'd I hide the wounds receiv'd from you, 
Me all the Village Herdſmen ftrove to gain, 
For me the Shepherds ſighd and ſu'd in'vain, ; 
Thou hadft my hearr, and they my cold diſdain. 
Not alltheir Offerings, Garlarids, and firſt born 
Of their Jov'd Ewes, cov'd bribe my Native ſcorn, 
My Love, like hidden Treafure long coneeal'd,- , 
Cou'd only, where 'twas deftin'd, be reyeald. 
And yet how long my Maiden bluſhes flrove 
Nat to betray the cafte new-botn Love, 

Ha: 7 . But 
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But at thy fight the kindling Fire wou'd riſe, 


. And I, unskilFd, declare it at my eyes. 

But oh the Joy ! the mighty Ecſtaſte 

Poſleſt thy Soul at this Diicovery. 

Speechkk, and panting at my feet you lay, (for 
And ſhort-breath'd Sighs told what you cou'd ok 
A thouſand times my hand with Kills preſt, 

And look'd ſuch Darts, as none cou'd e1e refiſt, 
Silent we gaz'd, and as my Eyes met thine, Comba 
New -Joy hlPd theirs, new Love and ſhame fil 
You ſaw the fears my kind diſorders fhows, 
And broke your Silence with a thouſand Vows! 
Heavens, how you ſwore ! by ev'ry Pow'r Divine 
You wou'd beever true! be ever mine! 

Each God, a ſacred witnek you invoke, cbrokd 
And will'd their Curſ, when e're theſe Vows you 
Quick to my Heart the perjur'd Accents ran, 
Which I took in, believ'd, and was undone. 
| Vows are Loves poylon'd Arrows, and the heart 
So wounded, rarely finds a Cure in Art. 

At 


Pri; 
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e, | itleaſtthis heart which Fate has deſtin'd w_ 


is heart unpradtis'd in Loves myſtick pow'rs, 

forl am ſoft, and young as April Flowers. | (] 

Now uncontrouF'd we meet, uncheck*d improve | 

"fax fach happier Minute in new Joys of Love! | { 

| not oſt were our hours ! and laviſhly the Day 
We gaveintirely up to Love, and Play. 


iſt, YOkto the cooling Groves, our Flocks weled, 
-141 $40d ſeated on ſome ſhaded, flowry Bed, | 
11d fWatch'd theunited wantgns as they fed. 

ind al the day my liſtning Soul T hung 
Ws! flipon the charming Maſick of thy Tongue, c 
vine And never thought the bleſled hours too'long. 

No Swain, no God like thee cou'd ever move, 
\ke {| Orhad fo ſoftan Artin whiſpering Love, - 
you No wonder that thou wert Ally'd to Joze. 
And when you pip'd, or ſung, or danc'd,or ſpoke, 
The God appear'd in every. Grace, and Look. 
Pride of the Swains, and Glory of the Shades, 
The grief, and Joy of all the Leve-ſick Maids. 
H 3 Thus 


eart 


100, OVINS EPISTLES. 


x _ 
Thus whilſt all hearts you raPd without Controul, 
I reign'd the abſolute Monarch of your Soul. 
Each Beach my Name yet bears, carv'd out by 
_ thee, | | 
Paris, and his OEnone fill each Free ; 
And as they grow, the Letters larger ſpread, 
Grow {till a witneſs of my wrongs whendead'! 
Cloſe by afilent filver Brook there grows 
A Poplar, urider whoſe dear gloomy Boughs 


A thouſand times we have exchang'dour Vows !* 


Oh may'ſt thou grozy,/ to an endleſs date of years! 


Whoon thy Bark this fatal Record bears ; 

When Paris to OEnone proves u7tyue, 

Back Xanthus Streams, ſhall to their fountains flow. 

Turn ! turn your Tide! back to your Fountains 
_ run! | | 

The perjur'd Swain. from all his Faith is gone! 
Curſt be that day, may, Fate point. out the hour, 

Ag Ominous in his black Kalender - 

When 


. 
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; 
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VVhen Veaus, Pallas, and the VVife of. Foze 


Deſcended to thee inthe Mirtle Grove, - 


In ſhining Chariots drawn by winged Clouds - 
Naked they came, no Veil their Beauty ſhrouds3 
But every Charm, and Grace expog'd to.view, 
Left Heay'n to be ſurvey*d and judg'd by you. 
To bribe thy voice, Fuzo wou'd. Crowns beſtow, 
Pallas more gratefully wou'd dreſs thy Brow 
VVith wreaths of wit | Yexmus: propos'd the choice 
Of all the faireſt Greeks | and had thy Voice. nit; 
Crowns, and more glorious wreaths thou didft de- 
And promisd Beauty more than Empire prize! 


This when youtold, Gods! what a killing fear 
Did over all my ſhivering Limbs appear ? : 


And1I preſag'd ſome ominous Change was near ! 


The Bluſhes left my Checks, from every part 


The Blood ran ſwift to guard my fainting heart, 
You in my Eyes the glimmering Light perceiv'd 
Of parting Life; 'andonmy pale Lips breath'd : 
Suck Vows, 'as a my Terrors undeceiv'd, . 

OG, » Ht 4 | ÞUt 


But ſoon the envying Gods diſturb'd our Joys, 
Declare thee great! and a)l my bliſs deſtroys ! 
| Andnow the Fleetis Anchor'd in the Bay 
That muſt-to Troy the glorious Youth convey. 
Heavens! how you look'd! and what a Godlike 
At their firſt Homage beautify'd your Face! (rem 
Yet this no wonder, or Amazement brought, 
You ſtill a Monarch were in Soul, and thought ! 
Nor cou'd I tell which moſt the ſight augments, _ 
Your Joys of Pow'r,or parting diſcontents. de 
You kit the tears which down my Checks did 
And mingled yoars with the ſoft falling tide, 
And *tewixt your fighs a thouſand times you ſaid, 
Ceaſe ry OEnone ! Ceaſe my charming Maid ! 
Tf Paris lives kis Native Troy 10 ce, 
My lovely Nymph, thou ſhalt a Primcejs be ! 
But my Prophetick fear no faith allows, 
My breaking heart reſiſted all thy Vows, 
Ah muſt we part, 1 cry*d! thoſe killing words 
No jurll.ex Language to my Grief affords. 


* | EY Trem- 
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L hs, I fell upon ads panting Breaſt, 

hich was with equal Love, and grief _- 
Whilſt fighsand looks, all dying, ſpoke the reſt. 
About my neck my feeble arms I caſt, 

Not Vines, nor [oy circle Elms fo faſt. 

To ſtay, what dear excuſes didſt thou frame, 

And fanciedſt tempeſts when the Seas were calm? 
How oft the winds contrary feign'd to be, 

When they, alas, were only fo to re | 

How oft new Vows of laſting Faith you ſwore, 
And *twixt your Kiſles all the old run ore? 
But now the wiſely Grave, who Love deſpiſe, 
(Themſclyes paſt hope» do bulily adviſe, 
Whiſper Renown, and Glory in thy Ear, (hear. 
Language which Lovers fright, and Swains ne're 
For Troy they cry / theſe Shepherds weeds lay 

_ Gowns (Crown / 

Change Crooks for Scepters ! Garlands for a 


*But ſure that Crown does far lefs eaſe ſit, 


+ © Than Wreaths of Flow'rs,lefs innocent and ſweet. 


© Nar 
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© Nor can they Beds of State ſo grateful be, 


EF 


* As thoſe of Moſs, and new faPn Leaves with me!: 


Now tow rds the Beach wego, and allthe way 


The Groves, the Fern, dark Woods, and Sp 
ſurvey z »* | 
That were ſo often conſcious to the Rites 


Of ſacred Love, inour dear ſton Delights. 


rings 


VVith eyes all Janguiſhing, each place you view, 
And ſighing cry, Adien, dear Shades, Adien ! 
Then »twas thy Soul a doubted which to do, 


Refuſe a Crown, or thoſe dear Shades forego ! 


Glory and Love / the great diſpute purſu'd, 
But thefalſe Idol ſoon the God ſubduJ. 


And now on Board you go, and all the Sails 


Axe looſned, to receive the flying Gales. 
VVhilſt I half deadubn.the forſaken Strand, 
Beheld thee fighing on the Deck to ſtand, 
VVafiing a thouſand Kiſfesfrom thy Hand. 
And whilſt coud the leſicning Vellel fee, 
[ gaz'd, and ſent a thouſand Sighs to thee ! 


: 
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2 
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And all the Sea-born Nereids 1mplore 


Quick to return thee to our Ruſtick ſhore. 


Now like a GhoſtI glide through ev'ry Grove,,, 
Silent, and fad as Death, akoutI rove, : 
And viſit all our Treaſuries of Love ! p 
This Shade th? account of thouſand Joy does hide, ' 
As many more this murmuring Rivers ſide, 

Where the dear Graſs, as ſacred, does retain 

The print, where thee.and I fo oft have lain. 
Upon thrs Oak thy Pipe, and Garland's plac'd, 
That Sycamore is with thy Sheep-hook grac'd. 

Here feed thy Flocks, once lov'd though now thy 


ſcorn ; 


Like me forſaken, and like me forlorn / 


A Rock there 1s, from whence I cou'd furvey 
From far the blewiſh Shore, and diſtant Sea, c 
Whoſe harfging top with toyl I climb each day, - 
With greedy View the proſpect I run ofre, 

Jo ſce what wiſh'd for ſhips approach our ſhore. 


Li We One 
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One day all hopeleſs on its point I ſtood, 
And ſawa Veſſel bounding o'rethe Flood, 
And as it nearer drew, I] cou'd diſcern 


Rich Purple Sails, Silk Cords, and Golden Stern, 
Upon the Deck a Canopy was ſpread 


Of Antick work in gold and filver mace, Cplay'd 
Which mix'd with Sun-beams dazling Light dil- 
But oh ! beneath this glorious Scene of State 


(Curſt be the ſight) a fital Beauty fate. 


And fondly you were onher Boſom lay'd, 


Whilſt with your perjur*d Lips her fingers play'd; 

Wantonly curl'd and dally'd with that hair, 

Of which, as ſacred Charms, I Bracelets wear. 
Oh! hadft thou ſeen me then in that mad ſtate, 

So ruin'd, fo defign'd for: Death and Fate, 

Fixd ona Rock, whoſe horrid Preci pice 

In hollow Murmurs wars with angry ſeas ; 

Whilſt the bleak winds aloft my Garments bear, 

Ruſtling my careleſs and diſhevel'd hair, þ 

I look'd like the fad ſtatuc of Deſpair. 

With 
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With our-ſtretch'd voiceI cry'd, and all around. 


The Rocks and Hills my dire complaints refound. 
Irend my Garments, tear wy flattering face, | 


Mm, {| Whoſe falſedeluding Charms wy ruin was. 


Or Winds let looſe 1n unreſiſting air. 
Raging and frantick through the Woods [ fly, 


And Paris !levely, faithlels, Paris; cry, 


Mad as the Seas in ſtorms, I breath deſpair, 


But when the Echo's found thy Name again, 

| change to new varicty of Pain. 
[; For that dear name ſuch tendernefs inſpires, 
As turnsall Pathon to Loves ſofter fires - 
With tears I fall to kind Complaints again, 
So tempeſts are allay'd by {tow'rs of Rain. 

Say, lovely Youth, why woud'tt thou thus betray 
My eafie Faith, and lead my heart aſtray 2? 
It might ſome humble Shepherd: choice have been., 
Had I that tongue ncrre heard, thoſe eyes ne're (cen, 
And in ſome homely Cott, in low repoſe, 
Liv'd undiſturb'd with broken Vows and Oathgs 
| Al 


un 
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All day by ſhaded Springs my Flocks have key, 50 
And inſome honeſt Arms at Night have (leprt. AN 
\ Then unupbraided with my wrongs thou'dſt been Li 
Safe in the Joys of the fair Grecian Queen : Tt 


What Stars do rule the Great? No ſooner you I 
Became a Prince, but you were Perjur'd too. Ne 
Are Crownsand Falſhoods then conſiſtent things? 
And muſt they all be faithleſs who are Kings ? 

The Gods be prais'd that I was humbly born, H 


Even tho' it renders me my Paris ſcorn. V 
AndI had rather this way wretched prove, : 
Than be a Queen and faithle(s in my Love. | 
Not my fair Rival wou'd I wiſh to be, ? 
To come prophan'd-by others Joys to thee. 

| 


A ſpotleſs Maid into thy Arms I brought, 
Untouch'd in Fame, ev'n Innocentin thought. 
Whilſt ſhe with Love has treated many a Gueſt, 
And brings thee bur the leavings of a Feaſt : 
With Theſes fromher Country made Eſcape, 
Whilſt ſhe miſcall'd the willing Flight, a Rape. 
$9 


A% 
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kept, þ 0 now from Atrens Son, with thee is fled, 
And ſtill the Rape hides the Adult'rous Deed. - 


And 15 it thus Great Ladies keep intire 


That vertue they fo boaſt, and you admire? 
I this a Trick of Courts, can Ravifhment 
Serve for a poor Evaſion of Conſent ? 

983 Hard ſhift to ſave that Honour priz'd fo high, 

J Whilſt the mean Fraud's the greater Infamy. 
How much more happy are we Rural Maids, 
Who know no other Pallaces than Shades 2 | 
VVhowant no Titles to inflave the Crowd, +. 
Leſt they: ſhou'd babble all our Crimes aloud, 

No Arts our good to ſhow, our Bls to hide, 

Nor know to cover faults of Love with Pride. , 
Llov'd, and all Loves Dictates did purſue, 

And never! thought it cou'd be fin with you. + 
To Gads, and Men, I did my Love proclaim 
For one fuft hout with thee, my charming Swain, 
YVou'd Recompence at Age tocome of ſhame, | 


Cor'd it as well but ſatisne tmy Fame. 


, 


But 
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But oh! thoſe tender hours are fled and loſt, . 


Anhd\ no more of Fame, or thee can boaſt! _ C 
*Twas thou wert Honour, Glory, all to me - B 
Till Swains had learn'd the Vice of Perjury, fs; 
No yielding Maids wefe charg'd with Infamy, 
'Tis falſe and broken Vows make Lovea fin, |, 
Hadſt thou been true,we innocent had been. 'T 
But thou leſs faith than Aztymr leaves do'ſt ſhovT 
V Vhich ev'ry Blaſt bears from their native Bough UN 
Leſs weight, leſs conſtancy, 1n thee is born L 
Than inthe fender mildew'd Ears of Corn. 

Oft when you Garlands wove to deck my {Jy 


hair, ; 
VVhere myſtick Pinks,and Dazics mingled were, V 
Youſiwcre *twas fitter Diadems to bear - R 


And when with eager Kiſles preſt my hand, 
Have faid , How well a Scepter *twou'd Conmmardi| 
And if I danc'd upon the flow'ry Green, T 

»l- 


VVith charming, wiſhing Eyes ſurvey my Miene 
And cry! the Gods defign'd thee for a Queen ! 
VVhy 
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p Why then for Helez doſt thou me forſake ? 
Can a poor empty Name ſach differencemake ? 


* rf Bcfides, if Love can bea fin, thine's one, 
. vince Helex does to Menelans belong, 
+ Juſt, reſtore her back, ſhe's none of thine, 
!> FAnd, charming Paris, thou art only mine, 
Tis no ambitious flame -that makes me ſye 
ſhow. Tobe again belov'd, and bleſt with you 
ough No vain deſire of being ally'd t' a King, | 
Love is the only Dowry Ican bring, : 
' FAnd tender Love is allI ask again. 
\[ Whilſt on her dang'rous ſmiles fierce war myſt 
' wait 
Tea | With fire and Vengeance at your Palace gate, 
Rouze your ſoft {Jumbers with their rough 
Alarms, 


ard\ÞAnd rudely ſaatch you from her faithleſs Arms; 


xe) fErethy miſtaken Love procures thy fate ; 
I E're 


Tarn then fair Fugitive, cre 'tis too late, 


Vhy 
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Ee a wrong'd Husband does thy Death deſign, 
. And pierce that dear , that faithleſs heart of 


thine. 


P A R ['S 
JEL EN / A 
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. Te ARGUMENT. 


Paris,, having ſail:d to Sparta. for the obtaining of 
Helen, whom Venus had promiſed him as the 
reward of his adjudging the prize of Beauty to 

CITY ber ,. was nobly there entertain'd by Menelaus, 
Helens Husharnd ; but he being call d mY L 
Crete, to take poſe z0n of what was left hit 

' bis Grand-father treus , -commends bis Gul 
to the care of his Wife. In his abſence Pa 
Courts her , and writes 10- ber the Pld 


Epiftle. 
A” health, 1 fair Nymph, thy Paris ſends to 
? 4 | 


thee, ' 


pe — 


Tho' You, and'only You, can give it me. 
L 2 Shall 
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Shal}d chi ſpeak? ? orisit  needlgh growy,” is 
: To coll a Paſſion that it ſelfhas ewn ? 


Do's not my Love it (c1f too _ lay, 


And all I think in all I dobetr __ 

a 2 + Ih 
I. nyt, oh ! ay 56 Nl; in ſect "Y 7 ills 
Till time with our kind wiſhes ſhall comply, 
Till all our Joys m may to us come incere, : 
Nooſe their price by the allay of fear. x 
In vain I ſtrive; -who can that fire conceal, a 


'Which do's itſelf by its own-Light reveal ? 


Bur if: you needs would hear my trembling tongue ; 
Speak what my aftions have declard ſolong,... - 
I Love:3 you've there the word chat do's impart | ; 
The eryeſt Meſſage from my bleeding heart,” 3 p 
Forgive me, - Madatn, thatTI thus confeſs : 
To: you, my fair PW my Diſeaſe, © k l 
And with ſuchlooks this ſuppliant Paper grace, , 
As beſt becomethe Beauties of that face. ' * /\ : 
May that ſinooth brow no angry wrinkle wer, |, , 


But be your looks as kind asthey ate fair, 


Some 


0 


ps + 
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Sor e pleaſure *tsto think theſe Lines ſhall fi 
\n Entertainment at your hatids ſokind, 
For this creates hope, that I too may, 


| FReceiv'd by you, ashappy be asthey. 


Ah! may that hope be true ! nor I complain 


That Yerns.promis'd you to me in vain. 


nd 


For know, Iſt you through ignorance offend 
The Gods, *tis Heav*n that me does hither ſend. 


None of the meaneſt of the Powers Divine 
That firſt inſpir'd, ſtill favours my defign. 
Great is the prize I ſeek, I muſt coniels, 

But neither is my dueor merit leſs : 

Vers has promis'd ſhe would you aflign, 

Fair as her ſelf, to befor ever mine. 

Guided by her, my Troy I left for thee, 

Nor fear'd the dangers-of the Faithleſs Sea, 
She with a kindand an auſpicious gale 


Drove the good Ship, and fſtretch'd out ev*ry ſail. 


For ſhe who ſprung out of the teeming deep, 


ill o're the maindo's her wide Empire keep. 


I 3 


* Still 


20 pal 
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Still may ſhe keep it, and as ſhe with eaſe 
Allays the wrath of the moſt angry Seas, 
*$0 may ſhe give my ſtormy mind ſome reſt, 
And calm the raging tempeſt of my breaſt, 
And bring home all my Gghs and all my vows 

To their wiſh'd harbour, and defir'd repoſe. 
Hither my flamesI brought, not found 'em here, 
I my. whole courſe by their kind light did ſteer « 
For I by no miſtakeor ſtorm was toſt 
Againſt my will upon this happy Coaſt. 
Nor as a Merchant did I plow the Main 
To venture Life, like ſordid Fools, for gain. 
No; may the Gods preſerve my preſent ſtore, 
Andbnly give me you to make it more. 
Nor toadmire the place came Io far z 
Thave Towns richer than your Cities are. 
*Tis youl ſeek, to me trom Venus due, 
You were my wiſh, Lefore your Charms I knew, 
Bright Images of you my mind did draw 
Long e'remy eycs the lovely Obje& ſaw. 
| Nor 


+” 
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| Nor wonder that with the ſwift winged dart, 


At ſuch a diſtance you could wound my heart : 


. | So Fate ordain'd, and leſt you fight with Fate, 


Hear and believe the truth I {ball relate, 

Now 1n my Mothers Womb ſhut up I lay, 
Her fatal burthen longing for the day, 
When ſhe in a myſterious Dream was told, 
Her teeming Womb a burning Torch did hold ; 
Frighted ſhe riſes, and her Viſion ſhe 
To Priam tells, and to his Prophets he 3 
They fing that I all Troy ſhould ſet on fire, 
But ſure Fate meant the flames of my delire, 
For fear of this among the Swains expos'd, 
My native greatneſs every thing diſclosd. 
Beauty, and ſtrength, and courage joyn'd in one, 
Through all diſguiſe ſpoke me a Monarchs Son. 
Aplace there is in 1[da's thickeſt Grove 
With Oaks and Fir-trees ſhaded all above, 
The graſs here grows untoucht by bleating flocks, 
Or Mountain Goat, or the laborious Ox. 

I 4 From 
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ns 
rom hence Troy's Tow'rs magnificence and pride, Fa 


Leaning againſt an aged Oak, Iſpy'd. In 
'When ſtraight methought I heard. the trembling” Th 

ground Bu 
With the ſtrange noiſe of trampling feet reſound, | r 
In the fame inſtant-Joue's great Meſſenger, . |. Þ Al 


On all his Wings born through the yielding Air, 
Ligliting before my wondring Eyes did ſtand,” - | 
His golden Rod ſhonein his facred hands ' 
With him three charming Goddeſles there came, | 5 
Juno, and Pallas, and the Cyprian Dame. V 


With an unuſual fear I ſtood amaz'd, = [- 
Till thus the God my ſinking Courage rais'd z B 
Fear not; Thou art Jove's ſubſtitute below, T 

þ 


The prize of cavenly beauty to beſtow 5 
Contending \29:1c!effes appeal to you, 
Decide their jirife 5 He ſpake, and up he fleyw. 


And every one with curious eyes ſurvey, 
| Each 


/ 
| 
Then bo'lder grow:., I throw my fears away, ] 
6 
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Teach of 'em tac F Vidory, 
 Jandi their donbful Judge Wasgriev'd to; ie, .: 
/ UThat one muſt have it, whiett deſerv'd by. three.'* 


But yet that 6ne there was which moſt prevaiFd, :/ 
And with more pow'rful Chatms my heart afſail'd, 


| $4&h/ would you know who thus my breaſt on 


tr, 


move ? | + rit 301 
Who could: it be but the fair Queen of Love? 
With mighty bribes they. all: for Conqueſt —_ 
Jmmo will Empires, Pallas Valour give, '- | 
Whilſt I ſtand doubting which 1 ſhould; prefer, 
Empire's ſoft eaſe, or glorious toils of War';.- 
But Vers gently (mild, and: thus ſhe ſpake, 
Theyre dangerous gifts, O do not, do not take ! 
bl make Thee Love's immortal pleaſures know, 


| 4rd Foys that in full tides for ever flow, 


For, if you Judge the Conqueſt 0 be meine, 

Fair Leda's fairer Daughter ſhall be thine. 

She. ſpake 3 and I gave her the conqueſt due, 
both to her Beauty, and ber gift of you. 


Mean 
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. Mean while (my angry Stars more gentle groin) 
I am acknowledg'd Royal Priar?s Son, - © * 
 Allthe glad- Court, all Troy does celebrate, 
With a new Feſtival, my change of Fate. 
And as I now languiſh and die for thee, 
So did the Beauties of all Troy for me. 
You in full pow'r over a heart do reign, 
For which a thouſand Virgins figh'd in vain : 
Nordid Queens only fly tomy imbrace, 
But Nymphs of form, divine, and heavenly race: 
I all their Loves with cold diſdain repreſt, 
Since hopes of you firſt fir'd my longing breaſt. . 
Your charming formall day my fancy drew, 
And when night came, my dreams were all of you, 
What pleaſures then muſt you your ſelf impart, 
Whoſe ſhadows only ſo ſurpriz'd my heart ? 
And oh ! how did I burn approaching nigh'r, 
That was ſo ſcorch'd by fo remote a fire! 
Fornow no longer could my hopes refrain 
From ſeeking their wiſh'd Obje@& through the main. 
} 


OS —— 


vn) 


I Stiff Oaks I bend, and ſolid Planks 1 form, 
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Ifell the ſtately Pine, and every Tree - 

That beſt was fit to cut the yielding Sea, 
Fetch'd from Gargariaz Hills, tall Firs I cleave, - 
And Ida naked to the winds I leave, 


ace. 


70U, 


"And both with pious tears my ſtay command - 


And every: Ship with well-knit ribs I arm. 

To the tall Maſt I Sails and Streamers joyn, 

And the gay Poops with painted Gods do ſhine. 
But on my* Ship does only Vers ſtand | 
With little Cxpid filing in her hand, : - 
Guide of the way ſhedid her ſelf command. 


My Fleet thus rigg'd, and all my thoughts on thee, 
[long to plow the vaſt /Egear Sea, 


My anxious Parents my deſires withſtand, 


Caſſandra too, with looſe diſhevel'd hair, 
Juſt as our - haſty Ships to ſail prepare, 

Full of Prophetick fury cries aloud, 

0 whither ſteers my Brother through the flood 2 
IC Little, 
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Little, ah ! little doſt thow kyow or heed 

To what a raging fire theſe waters lead, | 
| True where her fears, and in my breaſt I feel 
The ſcorching flames her fury did foretel. 

Yet outI fail, and favour'd by the. wind, 

On your bleſt Shore my wiſh'd for haven; find ; 
YourHusband then,ſfo Heav*n,kind Heav*n ordaing, 
In his own Houſe his Rival entertains, 

Shews me whate're in Sparta do's delight 

The curious Travellers enquiring fight : 

But I, who only long'd to gaze on you, - 
Could taſt no pleaſure in the idle ſhew. 

But at thy ſight 5 oh ! where was then my heart : 


Out from my breaſt it gave a ſudden ſtart, 
Sprung forth and met balf way the fatal dart. 
Such or leſs charming was the Queen of Love, 7 
When with her Rival Goddefles ſhe ſtrove. _ Bi 
But, Faireſt, hadſt thou come among the three, | Y, 
Even ſhethe prize muſt have relign'd to thee. | W 
| Your 
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{And all the World ſounds with fair Hele#'s name x; 
Nor lives there ſhe whom pride it ſelf can raiſe | 
Toclaim with you an equal ſhare of praiſe ; 

[Po I ſpeak falſe? rather report do's ſo, | 
Petrafting from you in a praiſe too low. 

Wore hereT-find than that could ever tell, 

& much your Beauty: does your fame excell, 

| Well then might Theſes, he who all things knew; 
I Think none was worthy'of his Theft-but'you' 
this bold theft admire 5 but wonder more 

He ever would fo dear a prize reſtore-: ;'-' © -- * 
: Ah! would''theſe hands have ever let you go? + 


6 
3 


aing, 


| Orcould ive and be divorc'd fromyou ?: 
No 5 ſooner 1 with life: jt ſelf could part,- 
Than. e're ſee you torn from my: bleeding heart, - 
| But could I doiashe, and give:you backy +5 -' * 
wy Yet ſure ſome-taſte of LoveT: firſt wotilditake,” 


Would firſt in'all your blooming excellerice 
ut 


And Virgins Fyeets feaſt my luxurious! ſenſe 3 


Or 
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Or if you would not let rhat treafure:go, | - -;N Al 
Kiſſes at leaſt you ſhould, you would. beſtow,;[Þ Ar 
' And let me ſinell the flow'r/as it did:;grow. - |. T! 
Come then into my longing arms, and try Jar 
My laſting, fix'd, Eternal-conſtancy,. -: T7 
Which never till my. funeral.pile ſhall waſt 3. {| Þ Br 
My preſent fire ſhall-mingle-with mylaſt, W 
Scepters and Crowns for ;you Idid diſdain, + Þ| 1] 


With which, great Jz»o tempted me in vain. jy 


And when bright Pallas.did her-bribes prepare, 9 | 
One ſoft imbrace from youll did prefer | 
To Courage, firength, andall the Pomp of War. 

| NorſhallI ever think my choice was ill, 

My judgment's ſettled, and approves. it ſtill. 
Do you but grant my. Hopes may proyeas true 


As they were plac 'dabove all things but you. 


I am, as well as yon; of Heaven!y rate, ' 
Nor will'my Birth your mighty line diſgrace, 
Pleias and. Fove, our-Noble Lineage Head, 
And them a race of God-like Kings facceed. 


nn wn T2 R89|FFY wn © © wi 


All} 
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: ©, D All Aſca's Scepters to my Father bow, 

x, | And half the ſpacious Eaſthis power allow 5 
0 There you ſhallſeethe Houſes rooft with-Gold,. 

[And Temples glorious as the:Gods they hold... 

"| Troy you ſhall fee, -and divine Wallsadmire, 

| | Built to the Conſort of Jpollw2nLyre. :: 

What need I the. vaſt flond df people tell, : 
That over its wide banks do'salmoſt ſwelk 3. 
You ſhall gay: troops of Phrygian Matrons:meert; 


e,'9 | And Trojar Wives ſhiningin every ſtreet. 
: How often then will you: your ſelf confeſs ++. 
' | The emptineſs and poverty'of! Greece 2: -++©3 
1 | How often will you ſay, -oti& Pallace there <:-: 
| | Contains more 'wealth thin'Yo:whole-Ciries here? 
[ ſpeak not this: your Spa to diſgrace; [:: ' 
| For whereſvere-your Life began its rxceit! *11 = | 
Muſt be to me th& happieſt; deareſt -plate, 
Yet Sparts's poors ; and ol that ſhouldbe' Gat”. 
In all the Richesof the ſhining Eaſt, | 


KIGETE 0 | - /Should 
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Should ate, how mM that ſordjd plage 


fra 
IH; © 


Suits with che beauty of: your charming face, -/ 


Thatfacewith coſtly: drefs and rich attire. 


» Se 


Should ſhine, and make the gazing world admirg, 


When.:you the Habit of my Trejars ſee, 


What, think ye, aſt that of: their Ladies be? _ 
Oh / thei be kind, fair Spartav, nor diſdain-.! 1. 


A Trojeniiniyour bed to eritertain, . -/ 
He was Trojarr, and-of our great line, 


That to the Gods do's mix immortal Wines . ..: 


Tithomes too, whom:to-her, roſie bed: :; . 
The Goddek of the Morning bluſhing led g : 
So was --Antbiſes of our. Trojan, race; 1; | 
Yet-Vemns ſelf to bis, 'defix*d 1mbrace,.,.. 

With all her train ofitleoves,did fie x] 
Andi in hi-armsleara'd for a while tolir, . 

Nor dol think that Merelqnr can -. 
Compar'd with.me,. appear "AAR Man, - 
Ime ſure my Fathep ever made the yn 7 


With frighted Steeds from his dire banguet 7un ; 


Ng 
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No Grand-father of mine is {tain'd with blood, 
Or with his Crime names the Myrtoan flood. 
None of our race do's in the Stygian Lake 
Snatch at thoſe Apples he wants power to take. 
But ſtay 3 ſince You with ſuch a Husband joyn, 
Your Father Jove is forc'd to grace his Line. 

He (Gods!) a,wretch unworthy of thoſe charms, 
Do's all the Night lie melting in your arms, 
Do's every minute to new Joys improve, 
And riots in the luſcious ſweets of Love. 


| but at Table one ſhort. view can gain, 


- | Andthat too, only to increaſe my pain: . 


vg 


0 may ſuch Feaſts my worſt of Foes attend, 
As often I at your ſpread Table find, 
[ loath my food when my tormented eye 
Sees his rude hand in your ſoft boſom lie. 
[burſt with envy when I him behold 
Your tender limbs in his looſe robe infold. 
When he your lips with melting kiſſes ſeal'd, 
Before my cyes1 the large goblet held. 
K When 


| Butthrough the thin diſguiſe they are deſcry'd. 
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When you with him in ſtrit embraces cloſe, |}, 


My hated meat to my dry*d Palat grows. Fc 


Oft have ſigh'd, then figh'd again to ſee Ot 
That figh with ſcoraful ſmiles repaid by thee. J, 
Oft I with Wine would quench my hot defire + 


In vain ; for ſol added fire to fire. 


Oft have Iturn'd away my head in vain, 
You itraight recall'd my longing eyes again. 
What ſhall I do 2 your ſports with grief I ſee, 


But *tisa greater, not tolook on Thee. 


With all my Art I {trive-my flames to hide, 


Too well, alas! my wounds to you are known, 


And © that they wereſo to you alone! 


How oft turn TI my weeping eyes away, 
Leſt he the cauſe ſhould ask, and-I betray ? hs 
What talesof Love tellI when warm'd with Wine, ſj 


To your dear face applying every line. bs 


In borrow'd names I my own paſſion ſhew, þ, 


The 


They the fejgn'd Lovers are, butlI the true. 
Some- 


— — 


ko 
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Sometimes more freedom in diſcourſe to gain, 


For my excuſe I drunkenneſs would feign, 


Once I remember your looſe Garment fell, 


And did your naked, ſwelling breaſts reveal, 


breaſts white as ſnow, or the falſe down of Joe, 


When to your Mother the kind Swaz made Love! 
Whilſt with the ſight ſurpriz'd I gazing ſtand, 


The cup I held, dropt from my careleſs hand. 


wn, 


/1ne, 


OMC- 


you your young Hermzone but kils, 
raight from her lips I ſnatch the envy'd blifs. 
metimes ſupinely laid, Love-ſongs 1 ſing 
And wafled kiſſes from my fingers ſling. 

our Women to my aid I try to move * 

th all the pow*rful Rhetorick of Love, 
But they, alas ! ſpeak nothing but deſpair, 

ind in the midit leave my neglefted Prayer. 
0h ! that by ſome great prize you might be won, 
Ind your poſſeſſion mightthe Victor Crown; | 
is Pelops his Hippodamia won, 

hen had you ſeen. what 1 for you had done, 

K 2 But 


Wai 
— 
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But now P've nothing left to do but pray, 
And my ſelf proſtrate at your feet to lay. 
O thou, thy Houſes Glory, brighter far 


Than thy two ſhining Brothers friendly Star ! 
O worthy of the Bed of Heav'ns great King, 
It ought ſo fair but from himſelf could ſpring ? 


Either with thee I back to Troy will fly, 


Or here a wretched baniſh'd Lover die. 


With no ſlight wound my tender breaſt does ſmart,T} 
My bones and marrow feel the piercing dart; Jp, 
I find my Siſter true did Propheſte, Bil 
I witha Heavenly dart ſhould wounded die; {x 


Deſpiſe not then a Love by Heaven defign'd, Jy. 
SO may the Gods ſti]l to your Vows be kind. Ha 

Much I could fay, but what, will beſt beknownfq, 
In your apartment when we are alone. He 
You bluſh, and with a ſuperſtitious dread, Inf 
Fear to dcfile the Sacred Marriage Bed - (Bur 
Ah! Heler, can you then ſo ſimple be, No! 


' Tothink ſuch Beauty can from faults be free ? 


Or 
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r chIngethat face, or you muſt needs be kind, 


Beauty and Vertue ſeldom have been joyn'd. 
Jove and bright YVerus do our thefts approve, 


Such thefts as theſe gave you your Father Jove- 


And if in you ought of your Parents laſt, 
Can Jove and Leda's Daughter well be chaſt ? 
Yet then be chaſt when we to Troy ſhallgo3 


(For ſhe who ſins with one alone, is ſo.) 


But let us now 1njoy that pleaſing (in, 


mart Then Marry and be innocent agen. 
it5 JEyn your own Husband doth the ſame perſwade, 
Silent himſelf, yet all his aQtions plead - 


5 [Forme they plead, and he, good man, becauſe 


', [yell ſpoil no ſport, officiouſly withdraws. 
Had he no other time to viſit Crete? 

OWE Oh ! How prodigious is a Husbands Wat ! 

He went, and as he went, he cry'd, My Dear, 

Inſtead of me, you of our Gueſt take care. 

Bat you forget your Lord's CommandI ſee, 


Nor take you any care of Love or me. 
K 3 And 


i OVID aPISTLES. | 


— —— 


And think you ſuch a thing as he do's know 
The treaſure that he holds in holding you ? 


INo,. did he underſtand but half -your charms ; | 


He durſt not truſt 'em ina ſtrangers arms. 
If neither his nor my requeſt can move, 


We're forcd by Opportunity to Love 3 


We ſhould be fools, even greater fools than' he, 


Should fo ſecurea time unadrve be. 
Alone theſe tedious winter nights you he 
In a cold widow'd bed, and ſo do I. E 
Let mutual joys, our willing bodies joyn, 
That happy night ſhall the mid-day out-ſhine. 
Then will I ſwear by all the Pow'rs above, 
And in their awful preſence ſeal my Love. 

: Then if my wiſhes may aſpire ſo high, 
I with our flight ſhall win youto comply 5 
But if nice Bonour little ſeruples frame, 
Theforce I'll uſe ſhall vindicate your fame. 
Of Thejeas and your Brothers 1 can learn, 


No precedents fo nearly you concern , 


You 


1e,- 


ou 
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You Theſeus, they Lexcippus Daughter ſtole. 


lbe the fourth in the illuſtrious roll. - 


Well man'd, well arm'd for you my Fleetdo'sſtay, ' 

And, waiting winds murmur at our delay, 

Through Troy's throng'd ſtreets you ſball in tri- 
umph go, 

Ador'd as fome new Goddeſs here below. 

Where e're you tread , Spices and Gums: ſhall 
ſmoak, | | 

And Victims fall beneath the fatal ſtroke. 

My Father, Mother, all the joytul Court, 

All Troy to yoa with preſents ſhall reſort. 

Alas ! 'tis nothing what I yet have ſaid, 

What there you'll find, ſhall what I write exceed. 

Nor fear, leſt War purſue our haſty flight, 

And angry Greece ſhould all her force unite. 

What raviſh'd Maid did ever. V Vars regain ? 

Vain the attempt, and fear of it as vain. 

The Thracians Orithya ſtole from far, 

Yet Thrace ne'r heard the noiſe of following V Var. 

K 4 Jaſon 
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Jaſon too ſtole away the Colchian Maid, 4 Ye 
Yet Colchos did not Theſſaly invade. N 
' He whoſiole you, ſtole Ariadne too,  j; 
Tet Miz9s did not with all Crete purſue. A 
Fear 1n unele caſes than the danger's more, _ 


Y 
And whenthe threatning tempeſt once is ore, | 
Our ſhame's then greater than our fear before. 


But ſay from Greece a threatned War purſue, 


0 
E 
C 
Know I have ſtrength and wounding weapons too. || 
In Men and Horſe more numerous than Greece 1 
Our Empire 1s, nor in its compals lcfs. / 
Nor do's your Husband Paris oughtevcel | 
In generous courage or in Martial kill. 
Ev'n but a Boy from my {lain Foes1 gain'd 
| My ſtol!cn Herd, and a new Name attain'd 
Ev'n then o'rcome by meTI cou'd produce 
Deiphobus 2nd great Ilionens. 
Nor hand to hand moreto be fear'd am T, 
Than when: from far my certain Arrowsfly. 


You 


TJ PARIS HELENA. 137 


— —_— 


You for his youth can no ſuch aQicns fcign, 
Nor can he e're my envy'd skill attain, 
But could he, He&or's your ſecurity, 


And he alone an Army 1s to me. 


4 | You know me not, nor the hid Prow eſs find 
Of him that Heav'n has fox your bed defign'd. 

Either no War from Greece ſhall folloyy rhee, 
Or if 1t do's, ſhall be repell'd by me. 

oo. | Nor think I fear to fight forſuch a Wife, 

That prize would give the Coward's courage life. 

All after ages ſhall your fame admire, 

If you alone ſet the whole world on fire. 

To Sea, to Sea, while allthe Gods are kird, 


And all I promiſe, you in Troy ſhall find. 


(138) 


HELEN 
PARIS 


By the Right Honourable the 
Eaxt of MULGRAPYE, 


AND 


MM DARFTFDEN, 


—— 
— 


The ARGUMENT. 


Helen, having received the foregoing Epiſtle from 
Paris » returns the following Anſwer : Wherein 
ſhe ſeems at firſt to chide him for his Preſump- 
tion in Viriting , as ke had done, which could 
erly proceed from kis low Opinion of her Verine ; 
then owns her ſelf to be feaſible of the Paſſion , 
which he had expreſſed for her, tho ſhe much ſu iſ. 

. ped} his Conſtancy 5 and at laſt diſcovers her In- 
clinationsto be favourable to Fr. The whole Let- 
ter ſhewing the extrean artifice of Woman-kind. 


FT Hen looſe Epiſtles violate Chaſt Eyes, 
She half Conſents, who ſilently denies: 


How 
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How dares a ſtranger with dcſigns. ſo vain, 


Marriage and Hoſpitable Rights prophane ? 


Was it for this, your Fate did ſhelter find 
From ſwelling Seas and every faithleſs wind 2 
(For thoa diſtant Country brought you forth, 
Your uſage here was equal to your worth.) 
Does this deſerve to be rewarded ſo? 

Did you come herea Stranger, or a Foe ? 
Your partial Judgment may perhaps complain 3 
And think me barbarous for my juſt diſdain 
Ill-bred then let me be, but notunchaſt, 
Nor my clear fame with any ſpot defac's - 


Tho in my face there's no affected Frown, 


 Norinmy Carriagea feignd -niceneſs ſhown, 


Ikeep my Honour ſtill without a ſtain, 
Nor has my Love made any Coxcomb vain. 
Your boldneſs I with admiration ſee 3 
What hope had you to gain a Queenlike me ? 
Becauſe a Hero fore'd me once away, 
Am I thought fitto be a ſecond prey ? 

- Had 
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Had I been won, I had deſerv'd your blame, © 
But -ſure my part was nothing but the ſhame : 
Yet thebaſe theft to him no fruit did bear, 

I ſcap'd unhurt by any thing but fear. 


Rude force might ſome unwilling Kiſſes gain, 
But that was all he ever could obtain. 

You on ſuch terms would ne'r have let me go, 
Were he like you, we had not parted fo, 
Untouch'd the Youth reftor'd me to my Friends, 
And modeſt uſage made me ſome amends. 

*Tis vertue to repent a vicious deed; 

Did he repent that Paris might ſucceed? 

Sure *tis ſome 'Fate that ſets me above wrongs, 
Yet ſtill expoſes me to'buſie tongues. 

T1 not complain, for who's difpleas'd with Love, 
If it ſincere, diſcreet, and conſtant prove ? 
But that I fear + not that I think you baſe, 

Or doubt the blooming beauties of my face, 
But all your Sex is ſubject to deceive, 


And ours alas, too willing to believe. 


{ 


A fit example ready found for me; ' 


 Andgreat Alliances but uſcleſs prove 


Your Phrygian Blood, and Priam's ancient Race, 
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Yet others yield : and Love o'recomesthe beſt,—— 


But why ſhouldI not ſhine above the reſt? 
Fair Leda's Story ſeems at fir{t to be 


But ſhe was Couſen'd by a borrow'd ſhape, 
And under harmleſs Feathers felt a Rape - 
If I ſhould yield, what reaſon could I uſe > 
By what miſtake the Loving Crimeexcuſe ? 
Her fault was in her pow'rfull Lover loſt, 
But of what Jupiter have I to boaſt ?. 

Tho? you to Heroes, and to Kings ſucceed, 


Our Famous Race does no addition need, 


#55 2S*2 + 9 Ss © * 


Go then and boaſt in ſome leſs baughty place, 


Which I wou'd ſhew I valu's, if I durſt; 
You are the fifth from Fcwc, but I the firſt, 
The Crown of Troy is pow*rful Icopfeks, 


But I have reaſon to think ours no leſs. 


23 
— 


—_— 
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Your Letter fill'd with promiſes of all y 
That Men can good, and Women pleaſant, call ; 
Gives expefation ſuch an amvle field, 

As wou'd move Goddeſſes themſelves to yield. 
But if Tere offend great Juno's Laws, 

Your ſelf ſhall be the dear, the only cauſe 3 
Eithermy Honour T'll to death maintain, 

Or follow you, without mean thoughts of gain. 
Not that iſo fair a Preſent.I deſpiſe. 

We like the Gift, 'when we the giver prize. 
But *ris your Love moves me, which mage you take 
Such pams, and run ſuch hazards fore my fake; 

I have perceiv'd (though I diſſembled too) 

A thouſand things that Love has made you do: 
Your eager Eyes would almoſt dazle mine, 

In which (wild man,) your wanton thoughts 

wou'd ſhine. | | 

Sometimes you'd ſigh, ſometimes diſorder'd ſtand, 
And with unuſual ardor, preſs my hand; 
Ty Con: 


— 


Þ 
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| Contrive juſtafter me to take the Glaſs, 


"Nor wou'd you let the leaſt occaſion pals, 


Which oft I fear'd, I did not mind alone, 


j| 4nd bluſking fate for things which you have done: 
Then murmur'd to my ſelf, he'll for my fake 


Do any thing; IThope-twas no miſtake : 


Te EO E.S FM 


Under my Name thoſe Charming words, 1 Lox, 
Ifrowning, ſeem'd not to believe your Flame, 


But now, alas, am cometo write the ſame. 


If I were capable to do amiſ, 
I could not but be ſenfible of this. 


For oh / your Facehas ſuch peculiar charms, 


That who can hold from flying to your arms ? 


But what I ne'r can have without offence, 


May ſome bleſt Maid pofleſs with innocence. 


Pleaſure may tempt, but vertue more ſhould 


O learn of me to want the thing you Love. 


What you defire is ſought by all mankind : 


As you have eyes, ſo others are not blind, 


_ Like 


move. 
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Like you they ſee, like you my charms adore, 
They wiſh not leſs, but you dare venture more; 
| Oh! had you then upon our Coaſts been brought 
. My Virgin Love, when thouſand Rivals ſought, 
You had Iſcen, you ſhould have had my voice; 
Nor could my Husband juſtly blame my Choice, 
For both our hopes, alas you come too late ! 
Another now is Maſter of my Fate. 

More to my wiſh I cou'd have liv'd with you, 
And yet my preſent lot can undergo. 

Ceaſe to ſolicit a weak Woman's will. 

And urge not her you Love, to ſomuch il. 
But let me live contented as I may, 

And makenot my unſpotted fame your prey. 
Some Right you claim, fince naked to your eyes 
Three Goddeſles diſputed Beauties prize. 

One offer'd Valour, t other. Crowns, but ſhe 
Obtain'd her Cauſe, who ſmiling promis'd me. 
But firſt I am not of belict ſo light, 


To think ſuch Nymphs wou'd ſhew you ſuch a ſight. 
Yet 
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> [Yet king this, the other part is fig: 
Te:1ABribe ſo mean, your ſentence had not gain'd. 
abt, [With partial eyes I ſhou'd my {clf regard, 

it, [To think that Venus made me her reward : 

e; flhumbly am content with buman praiſe ; 

ice, JA Goddefs's applauſe wou'd envy raiſe : "a 
But be 1t as you ſay, for*tis confeſt, 

The Men, who flatter higheſt, pleaſe us beſt. 
That 1 ſuſpe&t it, ought not to diſpleaſe ; 

For Miracles are not believ'd with eaſe. 

One joy I have, that I had Yerzs voice; 
Agreater yet, that you confirm'd her- Choice z 
- FThat proffer'd Laurels, promis'd Sov'raignty, 
Juzo ard Pallas you contemin'd for me. 

&5 Jam1 your Empire then, and your renown? 
What heart of Rock but muſt by this be won 2 
And yet bear witneſs, O you Pow'rs above, 
C rude I amin all the Arts of Love! 


y hand 1s yet untaught to write to mens 


Nt. Fhis is th'Eflay of my unpradtis'd pen: 
Yet L Hap- 


146 OVIDs EPISTLES., 


Happy thoſe Nymphs, whom uſe has perfect mol 
- T think all Crime, and tremble at a ſhade. 

Evn whilel write, my fearful conſcious eyes 
Look often back, miſdoubting a ſurprize.. 

For now the Rumour ſpreads among the Croud, 
At Court in whiſpers, but in Town aloud : 
Diflemble you, what &re you hear *em ſay - 
To leave off Loving were your better way, 
Yet if you will diſſemble it you may. 

_, Love ſecretly : the abſence of my Lord, 
More freedom. oives, but does notall afford: 
Long is his Journey, long will be hisſtay ; 
CalPd by affairs of Conſequence away. 

To go or not, when unreſolv'd he ſtood, 

I bid him make what ſwift . return he cou'd : 
Then. Kifling me, he ſaid Trecommend 

All to thy Care, but moſt my Trgjar Friend. 
I \mil'd at what he innocently faid, 


And only anfwer'd,- you ſhall be obey'd. 


Pro 


P 
B 
A 
Y 
M 
A 


W 
G: 
Ti 


[l w 


Thi 
On: 
Anc 


) 


Qud, 


” HELEN PARIS gy 


Pro- 


5 
Propitious winds have born him far from hence, 


But let not this fecure your confidence. 

Abſent he 1s, yet abſcnt he Commands, 

You know the Proverb, Princes have long bands. 
My Fame's my burthen, for the more mpraig'd 
A juſter ground of jealoufie 1s raisd. 

Werel leſs fair, I might have been morebleft : 
Great Beauty through great danger is poſlcſt, 

To leave me here his venture was not hard, 

Becauſe be thought my vertuc was my Guard. 
He fear'd my Face, but truſted to my Life, 

The Beaury - doubted, but belicv'd the Wite : 
Youbid me uſe th' occatton while I can, 

Fu: ia our hands by the good ealte Man. 
lwou'd, and vet Idoubr, *twixt Love and fear 3 
One draws me from you, -and one brings me near. 
Our flames are mutual : and my Husband's gone, 
The nights are long 3 I fear to lie alone. 

One Houſe contains us, and weak Walls divide, 
And you're too prefling to bz long denicd : 
L.A | Let 


Let me not live, but every thing conſpires O 
. To joynour Loves, and yet my fear retires. 
You court with words, when you ſhou'd force im- 
A Rape ts requiſite to ſhame-fac'd joy. (Ploy, 
Indulgent to the wrongs which we receive, 
Our Sex can ſuffer what we dare not give. 
What havel ſaid! for both of us 'twere beſt, 
Our kindling fires, if cach of us ſuppreſt. 
The Faith of Strangers is too prone to change, 
And like themſelves, their wandring Paſſions range. 
Fiypfipyle, and the fond 24inoian Maid, 
Where both by truſting of their Gueſts betray'd. 
— How canT doubt that other men deceive, 

When you your {ef did fair OEzore leave? 
But leſt-I ſhou'd upbraid your treachery, 
You make a merit of that Crime tome : 
Yet grant you were to faithful love inclin'd, 
Your weary Trojans wait but for wind. 
Shou'd you prevail while I aflign the night, 
Your Sails are hoyſted, and you take your flight 
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Some bawling Mariner our Love deſtroys, 


And breaks aſunder our unfiniſh'd joys. 

im- | But I with you may leave the Spartan Port, 

To view-the Trojar: Wealth, and Priam's Court, 
Shown while I ſee, I ſhall expoſe my Fame : 

And fill a foreign Country with my ſhame. 

Ia Aſa what reception ſhall I find ? 

And what diſhonour leave in Greece behind ? 
What will your Brothers, Priam, Hecuba, 

ge, [And what will all your modeſt Matrons ſay ? 
Ev'n you, when on this action you reflect, 

My future Condu@ juſtly may ſuſpe&: 

And what e'r Stranger Lands upqn your Coaſt, 
Conclude me, by your own example, loſt. 

[from your rage, a Strumpet's Name ſhall hear, 
While you forget, what part in it you bear. 
Prov my Crimes Author, will my Crime upbraid : 
Deep under ground, Oh let me firſt be laid ! 

You boaſt the Pomp and Plenty of your Land, 
[and promiſe all ſhall be at my Command 3 
243 Your 
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Your Trojan Wealth, believe me, I deſpiſe 


My own poor Native Land has dearer ties. 

Shou'd I be injur'd on your Phrygian Shore, 

What help of Kindred cou'dI there implore? 

Medea was by Jdſons flattry won : 

I may like her believe and be undore. 

Plain honeſt hearts, like mine, ſuſpect no cheat; 

An1TLove contributes to'its own decett. 2 

The Ships about whoſe {ides loud Tempeſts roar, 

With oentle Winds were watted from the Shore. 

Your tecming Mother dreamt a flaming Brand 

Sprung from her Womb conſum'd the 1r0jan 
Land. 

To ſecond this, old Prophecies conſpire, 

That {iam ſhall be burnt with Greczar fire © 

Both give me fear, -nor1s it much allay'd, 

That Yeras1s oblig'd our Loves to aid. 

For they who loſt their Cauſe, revenge will take, 

And ſor one friend wwo Enemies you make. 


Nor 
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Nortan | doubt, but ſhow'd I follow you, 

The Sword you'd ſoon our fital Crime purſue : 

A wrong fo great my Husband's Rage wou'd * 
rouze, 


And my Relations wou'd his Cauſe eſpouſle. 


You boaſt your Strength and Courage, but alas! 


Your words receive ſinall credit from your Face. 

Let Heroes in the Duſty field delight, 

Thoſe Limbs were faſhion'd for another fight. 

Bid Hedor ſally from the Walls of Troy, 

A (weeter quarrel ſhowd your arms 1mploy. 

Yet fears like theſe, ſhou'd not my mind perplex, 

Werel as wiſe as many of my Sex. 

But time and you, may bolder thoughts inſpire 

And I perhaps may yield to your deſire. 

You laſt demand a private Conference, 

Theſe are your words, But I can ghefs your ſenſe. 

Your unripe hopes their harveſt muſt attend : 

Be Rul'd by me, and time may be your friend. 
L 4 This 
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This is enough to let you underſtand, hs | 
For now my Pen has tir'd my tender hand : 
'My Woman knows the ſecretof my heart, 
' And may hereafter better news impart, 
——  -þ 
PF NE- 
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The ARGUMENT. 


The Rape of Helen having carried all the Grecian 
Princes to the Sicge of Troy ; Ulyfles amongſt the 
reſt, there ſignaliz:d his manhood and prudence par- 
ticularly. But the Siege at an end, and he not re- 
tmrniag with the other Captains, Penelope ſends 

E- | this Letter in queſt of him.. She had rendred her 

ſelf as deſervedly famous on ker part by reſiſting all 

the while the importunity of her Suitors with an un- 

nal conſtancy and fidelity. She complains to U- 

lyſſes of their carriage , ſhe likewiſe tells him her 

apprehenſions and fears for kim during the War, 
and ſince; acquaints kim with the ill poſture of tis 

Family through his abſence, and deſeres him to ha- 

ften home as the only means to ſet all right again. 


O Your Pezelope at length break home, 
" B. Send nocxcuſe, nor ſtay to write, but come. 


Our' 


| — 


) 
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Our trouble long, Troy, does not hold you now; 


Nor twenty Troy's were worth all this ado. 


| Wou'd ſome juſt ſtorm and raging Seas had 


drown'd 
The Ruffian, when for Lacedemon bound 3 
I ſhould not then of tedious days complain, 
Nor cold a nights and comfortleſs have lay'n : 
Nor ſhould this pains to paſs the evenings take, 
And work, and weave evn till my fingers ake. 
I always fear'd worſe dangers than the truc, 
( As always Love unquiet fears purſue 
Fancy 'd thee by fierce Trojans compaſt round, 
And HeFor's name ſtill ſtruck me to the ground, 
When told of Neſftor's Son, by Hedor {lain, 
Streight Neſtors Son rouz'd all my fears again. 
When for his ſham how dear Patroclys paid : 
I wept to find that wit no better ſped. 
Tlepolewms by Trojan javelin kill'd, 
Through all my veins an icy terror thyz1lid. 


Whatever 


oy 
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er Greeks miſcaxry'din the fray, 

I fainted, and fell (well nigh ) dead as they. 
Heaven for chaſt Love has better fate in ſtore, 
My Husband lives, and Troy isnow no more. 
Our Captains well return'd, each Altar flames, 


And Temples all Barbarian Booty crams 3 


For their ſafe Loves the women Offrings bring, 


And Trojan Fates by ours defeated ſing. 

All ſtand amaz'd to hear, both old and young, 
And liſtening Wives upon their Husbands hung. 
Somc on the Table draw each bloudy fight, 

And ſpilling Winethe whole ſad [liad write, 
This $7-20is, that the Sigean Land, | 


| And theredid Priazs lofty Palace ſtand. 


Here Skulkt © hyſes, there Achilles dar'd, 

There He&or torn, the foaming Horles ſcar'd. | 
All did Old Neſtor to. your Son explain 3 

To ſeek you ſent, who told me all again. 

Your Sword how Doloz, no, nor Rhejus (cap'd, 
Banter'd the one, this taken as he napp'd. 

| Fool- 


— 
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Fool-hardy you, and us remembring ill, 

Nightly amidſt thoſe Thracian Tents to ſteal, 
"There numbers ſlay, one onely aiding thee, 

Thou haſt been wiſe, and would'ſt have thought 

on me. 
Still pantI, told, how all in triumph brave, 
Round your friends Camp thoſe Thracian Steeds 
you drave, ; 

But what avails it me that Troy did yield, 

And by your Prowefi, the Town is now a Ficld* 
As when Troy ſtood, I ſtill remain alone, 
Tteeffe& continues, though the cauſeis gane, 

To others fack'd, to only me upheld, 
_ Evn whilſt it lies by Greek abiders till'd. 
For Priazrs Towers, now lofty Corn appears, 
And Phrzgian bloud a pond'rous harveſt rears. 
No Houſe remains, nought of a Trojan found, 
Unleſs you dig their bones from under ground. 
Whercart thouConquerorwhat detains thee now? 
Or may not I your new Atchiev'ments know ? 
What- 


Pe: 


J 


ds 
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'A 
What-ever Skipper hither come a ſhore, 


For thee I ask, and ask him o're and o're 5 


 INor parts he, till I ſcrible half a Sheet, 


To give thee, ſhould you ever chance to meet. 

We ſent to Pylos Neſtors ancient ſeat, 

From Pylos we no certain tydings gat : 

To Sparta ſent, the Spartars nothing know, 

What courſe you ſteer, nor where you wander 

noW. 

Wou'd thoſe ſame God-built Walls were ſtanding 

( Now I repent thatere I wiſhd 'em-ll ) ( ans 

Then where thou foughr'ſt, I ſurely ſhould have 
| learn'd, | 

Nor ſave for War, the common grievance,mourn'd. 

Now, what I know not, all I madly fear, 

And a wide field lies open to my care. 


By Sea, or Land whatever dangers ſway, 


'Thoſe I ſuſpe& the Cauſes of your ſtay. 


Whilſt thus I fimply muſe, whoknows your mind, 


Perhaps abroad ſome other Love you find : 
Per- 
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Perhaps to her your dowdy Wife define, 
Who knows no more,ſo that her Cupboards ſhine, 
| No; vaniſh jealous thoughts.nor fright me more, 
He wou'd be with me, were 1t in his power. 
My Sire would force me from my Widows Bed, 
Blames my delay,and chides,and ſhakes his head, 
Let him chide on, yours {till, yours only, I, 
Perelope, Ulyſſes Wite will die. 
Yet by my Chaſt deſires, and vertue bent, 
His temper does a little now relent. 
From Crete and Samos, Rhodes and Zant (ct out, 
To Court me come a wild unruly rout ; 
Who revel myour houſe without controul, 
And eat,and waſte your means,our bloud and Soul, 
Of Medon, Polybus, Pifander, fcll 
Enrymathus,. alas, why ſhould I tell ? 
With many more, you (fadly out oth, way ) 
Feed here, and on your ſubſtence let 'em- prey. 
The Beggar rus, and that Goat-herd Clown, 
Melanchins range and rummage up and down. 

So 


—— 


at, 


Jul, 


So 
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$© kept your houſe, ſuch ſtout defenders we, 


| A helpleſs Wife, old Man, and little Boy. 


Whom late by treach'ry we had well nigh loſt, 
'Gainſt all our mindsas he to Pyles croſt, 

But Heavens preſerve him till he die in courſe, 
Having firſt clos'd mine eyes,. and alſo yours. 
Thus the old Nurſe, the Hind, and Hogherd pray 5 
True Servants all, and faithful intheir way, 
Diſarm'd by age, Laertes is not fit, 

Amidſt theſe Bullies to maintain your right. 
Age, if helives , Telemachns may bring 

To ſtrength, but yet he needs his Fathers wing. 
I, whatam 1? Alas my help is ſmall, 

Come you the ſtrength and ſatety of us all, 

S0 may your Son in vertuous Arts increaſe, 

So many the Old L aertes die in peace. 

Who in my Bloom did at your parting mourn, : 


| wither'd grow, in waiting your return. 


HYPSH- 
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HYPSIPYLE » JASON|" 
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The ARGUMENT. - 


Tic Deſire of gairing the Golden Fleece, put Jaſon 
:pon 4 Vozage 10 Colchos. © In his paſſage , be 
ftop'd at the Iſland of Lemnos , of which place 
Hypſipyle was then Zncen, famed for ker picw Ho 
ſaving of ker Father Thoas, in a general Maſ. 
facre of the Men there by the Women of that 
Cenvirg, Her Entertainment of Jalon ſo kind, 
as induced him to ſtay there iwo years , at the 
end of which ke left the Iſland, and the Zucen, yy 
(C then big with Child 5) and afier a thouſand 
Vors of Conſtancy , and a ſpeedy return., purſues 
kis firſt intended Voyage, and arrives at Colchcs, [fig 
where [Eta was King, Medea his Daughter ||. 
fels deeply in Lowe with Jaſon, and by her Charms Wi 
le gand ihe, Golden Fleece 5 with * which and hy! 
Medea, he jecretly ſail'd home to Thaflily. Hyp- 
fipyle kearing of bis Landing with her more happy | 

Rizal Medea, writes him this Epiſtle, 


| Aden, they ſay, with Ja/ors Golden Prize, [0 
Proud Areo in Theſalia's Harbour lies. 
| I would | * 


Z | 
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[would congratulate your ſafe return 5 *_ 

But from your pen I ſhould that ſafety learn. 

When from my {lighted Coaſt you bore away, 
$pizht of the winds 3 you ſhow'd leſs Faith, than 
They. | | 

If 'twas too much t' enjoy my deareſt Lord, 


ure 1 deſerved one Line, one tender word.. 


— 


Why did Fame firſt,and not their Conqueror;ſhow, 

How Wars Fierce God faw his tam'd Bulls at” 
Plough. (full 

How th* Earth-born Warriours roſe, and how they 

by their own Swords, without your Conquering 
ſteel. ©: | 

How in your Charts the fetter'd Dragon lay, 

WhiÞ{t your bold hand bore the curl'd Gold away. 


When doubtful Tongues ſhall Jajor's wonders tell, 


Would 1 cquld ſay, ſee here's my Oracle. 

uttho* unkind Loves filence I deplore, 

our heart {till mine, I would deſire no more. 
H-; But 


- wa 
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a Witch deſtroy 
My fancied pleaſures, and my promis'd Joys. 
Would I could fay (but, oh, Loves fear's too 
_ ſtrong! | 
Would I could ſay I guiltleſs Jaſor wrong. 


But ah, that hopeis vain 3 


Lately a Gueſt came from th* Hemonian Land : 
My door ſcarce reach'd, with tranſport 1 demand 
How fares my Jaſon? His ſad look he bore, 


Fixe with an ominous filerice on the floor. 

My Robes I tore, and thus, with horrour, cry 

Lives he! or with one wound both hearts mult 
| bleed? 

Helives, ſaid he, to which I made him ſwear : 

He ſwore by Heavz, yet I retaid my Fear. , 

My ſenſe return'd to ask your Deeds, he ſaid, 

That theyok'd Bulls of Mars in Chains you led. 

: TheSnakes own Teeth a crop of Heroes bore, 

Whilſt arough native caſe their Limbs huskt ore 

And by their own Inteſtine Fury lain 3 


One Days ſhort Age compleats their active Reign, 
Agn 


pu. —_ a_—_— #” mm bod 


hu} — ba. 8s ty Wy mn Ro” A, %O+ %m Iv ws yy 


TJ HYPSIPYLE w JASON. 163 


Again I ask , does my dear Jaſon live ? (give 

Such Ebbs and Flows Loves fears and hopes do 

He fatally proceeds, and with much Art, | 

Would hide, yet ſhews the falſcneſs of your heart. 

Ah, where's your Nuptial Faith, that flattering 
ſtile, 

Loves Torch, more fit to light my Funeral pile / 

| have no lawleſs plea to Jajor's Love 3 

Juno and Hymen our juſt Chaplets-wove < 

Ah no! not theſe mild Gods : Erinnys hand , 

At our curſt Rites, held her infernal Brand. 

Why tomy Lemnos did your Vellel ſteer > 

Or why, fond fool, didI admit you here ? 

Here no bright Ram with golden glory fhone, 

Nor was my Lenmos the tear Throne. . 

At firſt --- ( but Fates all faintReſolves withſtand ) 

I thought = expel you with a Female hand. 

The Lemnian Ladies are in Arms well skill'd : 

Their Guard had been my Lives ſecureſt ſhield. 

ns - But 
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But in. my City, Roof, my Soul received, 


For two bleſt years my darling Faſoz lived. 
Forc'd the third Summer toa ſad Farewel, 
Mixt - with his Tears theſe parting Accents fel]. 


Do not at our divided Fates repine, 


Fhine I depart, to return ever Thane. 

May our yet unborn pledge live long to prove 

The object of its Rival Parents Love, 

*Twixt ſighs and Tears, through thoſc falſe gales 
' did pour 

Theſe falſer ſhowrs, till orict could ſpeak no more, 


You were the laſt the fatal Argo reach'd, 
Whoſe ſwelling Sails th? o'rchaſty winds had M 


{tretch'd. ; 0 
The furrowing Keel the Seas green ſurface N 
plough'd: Sh 
Yeu to the Shore, to th' Seas 1 gazing bow*d. T} 
In haſt I ranto'an adjacent Tow'r - ; Sh 
My Tears o're all my face and boſom ſhowr. Ar 


There 


Ire, 


here 
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There my wet eyes my wafted Soul purſue, 

And ev'n beyond their natural opticks flew. 

A thouſand Vows for your return [ made, 

You are return'd, and they ſhould now be pay*d. 


My Vows for cursd Medeas's Triumphs pay ! . 


My Heart to Crief, my Love to Rage gives 


way. 

Shall [deck Temples, and make Altars ſhine, 

For that falſe Man that lives, but lives not mine! 
I never was ſecure. *Twas my long dread, 
Youby your Fathers choice a Greek might wed. 
To no Greek Bride, t an unexpected Foe, 

My wounds Ir a Barbarian Harlot owe : 
Oae,who by Spells and Herbs,does hearts ſurprize: 
Nor are her ſlaves the Tropies of her Eyes. 

She from her courſe the ſtrughng Moon would hold, 
The Sun himſclf in Magick ſhadesinfold. 

She curbs the Waves, and ſtops the rapid Floods, 
And from their ſeats removes whole Rocks and 


_'.. Woods. | ; 
EN” M3 With 
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With her diſhevelFd Hair the wandring Hag 

Does half-burnt Bones rom their warm Aſhes drag, 

In moulten wax, tho” abſent, kills by Art, 

Arm'd with her Needle, goars a tortur'd Heart. 

Nay, what Deſcrt and Form ſhould only move, 

By Philters ſhe ſecures her Jaſons Love. 

How can you doat on ſuch Infernal Charms 

And lleep ſecurely in a S;rems Arms ? 

You, as the Bulls, ſhe docs t her Yoke ſubdue, 

And as ſhe tam'd the Dragons, Conquers you. 

Though your great Deeds, and no lefs Race you 
boaſt, 

Link'd to that Ficnd your fullied Fame is loſt, 

Nay by the cenſuring World's juſtly thought, 

Your Conqueſtsby her Sorcerics were wrought : b- 

And the Phryxean Ram's Triumphant Oar, 

They ſay, not Jaſor, but Medea bore. 

This Northern Bride your Parents diſapprove: 

Conſult your Duty in your Nobler Love, 


Let 
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Let Gi wild Scythian her loath'd bed poſleſs, 

A Miſtreſs only fit for $ Savages. 

jaſon more falſe, more changeable than wind, 

- [Have Vows no weight, and Oaths no pow'r to 
l bind ? 


Mine you departed 3 ah, return mine too, 


LetEmy kind Arms their long loſt Scenes renew. 
If high Birth, and great Names your Heart can 
turn, ; 
Know, I'm the Royal Thoas Daughter born. 
TY Bacchus my Grandfire is, whoſe Bridedivine, 
Pall Leſſer Conſtellations does out-ſhine. 
My Dow'r Theſe and my Fertil Lemmos make, 
All theſe and me, thy Equal Title take. 
Nay I'm a Mother : A kind Father be, 
And ſoften all the pains I've born for thee. 
Yes Heaven with twins has bleſt our Genial Bed 5 
And would you in their Looks their Father reac. 
His treacherous ſmiles they are too young to wear, 
In-all things elſe you'll find your picture there z, 
M 4 r 
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P had ſent thoſe Envoysin theſe Letters ſtead, _ | ÞvP 
Both for their own and Mothers wrongsto plead, 
Had not their Stepdames Maurthers bid *em ſtay, 


Too dear a Treaſure for that Monſters: prey. 


Would her deaf Rage, that rent her Brother's 


Bones, 


Spare my young blood , or hear their tendgger Tr: 

Groans? Fer 
Yetin your Arms this dearer Traitreſs lies ; BW 13 
Above my truth, you this falſe Poyſoner Prize. Th 
This mean Adulr'rate wretch was baſely kind ; JJ? 


Loves ſacred Lamp our chaſt imbraces joyn'd. I tc 
Her Father ſhe betray'd, mine lives by me, An 
I Lemnos Pride, ſhe Colchos Tatamy. | M: 
And thus her guilt. my Piety outvies, 1: 
Whilſt with her Crimcs her Dow'r your heart Li 

ſhe buys. . Be 
Fajſe Man, I blame, not wonder at the Rage M: 
By 


O'th' Lemnian Dames: Wrongs do all Arms ingage. 
Suppole 


er 


rt 
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Pippoſe in vengeance to your Guilt, juſt Heaz'z 


Had on my Shorc the perjur'd Jaſon driven 3, 
WhiP{t I with my young Twins to meet you 


came, 


And made you call on Rocks to hide your ſhame. 


How could you look upon my Sonsand Me? 


Traytor,what Pains,what Death too bad for thee ? 
Perhaps indeed I Fajor had not hurt, 

But *tis my merey more than his Deſert : 

The Harlots blood had ſprinkled all the Place, 
Daſh'd in your faithleſs, and once charming Face. 
Ito Medea, ſhould Medez prove, 

And if Foze hears the pray'rs of injur'd Love, 
May that loath'd Hag that has my Bed injoy d, 


Be by my Fate, and'her own Arts deſtroy'd. 


Like mea Mother, and a Wite forlorn, 
Be from her Raviſhd'Lord, and Children torn. 
May her ill gotten Trophies never Jaſt, 
But round the World be th' hunted Monſter chac'd. 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe Dooms her Sire,and Murther'd Brother niet, 
May ſhet her Husband and her Sons repeat. 


Driv'n from the World, let her attempt the Skies, 


Thus wrong'd Thoartias prays, your Lives curl 
Remnant lead, | 
An Execrable Pair in a Deteſted Bed. 


Till in deſpair by her own hand ſhe dies. | 
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' jaſon arrives with his Companions at Colchos, 
where the Golden Fleece was kept, which before 
he can obtain, he is to undertake ſeveral Ad- 

vemures 5 firſt to yoke the Wild Bulls, then to 
ſow the Serpents Teeth, from whence ſhould in- 
ſftantly riſe an Army, with which - he nmſt in- 
counter, and laſtly, to make his paſſage by the 
Dragon ihat never ſlept. In order to this, he 
ſolicits Medea Danghter to the King, and hil- 
ful in Charms , by whoſe aſſiſtance ( on Promiſe 
A row) ke gains the Prize. Then flies with 

- ; the King purſues them, Medea kills her 

little Brother , ſcatters his Limbs , and whilſt 


the 
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the King ſtays to gather theme up , eſcapes- with 
her Lover into Theflaly 5 where fhe reſtores de. 
crepit Aſon to his Youth. On the ſame promiſe No 
perſwades Pelias his Darghters to let out thei 
Fathers Blocd , but deceitfully leaves them Guily0u 
of Parricide. [For this and other Crimes, Jaſon 
oſs her off: Marries Creuſa Daughter to Creon 
| King of Corinth, oz which the inrag d Medea, ſan 
according to the various Tranſports of her Paſ. Ti 
ſton, writes this complaining, ſoothing, and mens! 
cing Epiſtle. a0 
As 


Et I found leiſure, though a Queen, to freÞþT; 
. By Magick Arts thy Grecian Friends, andfy' 


Thee; Th 

The Fates ſhou'd then have find withrmyReign, fp; 
The Life that fince was one continued Pain, 

Who wow'd have dreamt the Youth of diſtant; 

Greece, ES Tt 

Shou'd &re have faild to ſize the Phrygian Fleece !|yj 

- That tl? Argo ſhow'd in View of Colctos Ride ! (I 

A Grecian fermy ſtem the Phaſtan Tide! T| 

| | Vi hy 
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hy were thoſe ſnares, thy Locks, ſo tempting 
| | (made! 


RG 


Tongue fo falſe,ſo pow'rtul to perſivade! 
o doubt but He that had fo raſhly fought 
ar Shore with the fierce Bulls unſpell'd had 
fought, 
Fr: nd fondly too th' Arms-bearing Seed had ſown, 
af. 


_—_ Till by the*Crop the Tiller were o'rethrown. 


How many Frauds had then expir'd with Thee 7 
As many killing gricfs remov'd from me / 

Tis ſome Relief when i! returns are made, 

ith Favours done, th* Ingratefulto upbraid 5 
This Triumph will afford ſome little Eaſe, 
eignYrale Fxſor leaves me This — 


There wasI then, what now your new Bride's here, 
My Royal Father might with her's compare. 
With Prince:y Pomp was your arrival grac'd, 
The meaneſt Greck on Thrian Beds we plac'd. 
Then 
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Then firſt I gaz'd my Liberty away ! 
And date my Ruin from that fatal day ſ 


Fate puſht meon,and with your Charms combin'd | 


I view'd your ſparkling Eyes 'till I was blind. 
You ſoon perceiv*d, for who cou'd ever hide 
A flamethat by its own Light is deſcry'd > 

But now that Task's propos'd,and thou muſt tame 
The Bulls with brazen Hoofs, and Breath of Flame 
With theſe the fatal held thou art to Plow, 
From whence a ſudden Hoſt of Foes muſt grow. 
| Thoſe dangers paſt, ſtill to the Golden prey 
The baleful fiery Dragon guards the Way. 


Thus ſpake the King; your Knights ſtart fron 


_ the feaſt, 
And ev'n your cheeks a pale deſpair confeft. 
Where then was your ador'd Crerſa's Dow'r ? 
And where her Father. Crcox*s boaſted Pow wi 
Sad went \t thou forth 5 my pitying Eyespurſue, 
I figh'd, and after ſent a ſoft Adieu ! 
In 


ml My wi IJ 


from 


ſue, 


In 
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| In reſtleſs Tearsl (| ent that tedious night, 


Preſenting ſtill thy dangers to my ſight ; 

The Savage Bulls, and more the Savage Hoſt, 

But th' horrid Serpent did affright me moſt! 

Thus toſt with Fear and Love, ( Fear ſivell'd the 
Flame) | 

My Siſter early to my Apartment came 

$2d and dejected ſhe ſurpriz'd me There, 

Wirth Eyes diſtilling, and diſhevelled Hair, 

On-your behalf ſhe ſought me, nor cou'd crave 


j My Aid for you, ſo freely asI gave! 


A Grove there is, an awful gloomy ſhade, 


| Too cloſe for ev'n the Sun himſelft* invade 


Theſe Woods with great Diana's Fane we grac'd, 
P th*- midſt the Goddeſs on high Tripods plac'd. 
There ( if that place you can remember yet, 
Who have forgotten Me ) 'twas there we met. - 
Then thus in ſoft deluding foands you ſaid — 

«* Take pity on our ſufferings, Royal Maid ! 
| « Reſt 
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« Reſt pleas'd,Thou haſt the Pow'r to Kill but ove 
< Proofs of Diviner Might, and make us Live! 

« By our diſtreſſts ( whichthy Art alone, 

«< Has Pow'r to ſuccour,) By th” all ſeeing Sun, 


«By the Chaſt Deity that Governs Here, 


© And whate're elſe you Sacred hold or Dear, 
« Take pity on our Youth , and bind us ſtill 
«Eternal Servants to Medea's Will! 


« And if a Strangers Form can touch your mind, 


*CIffuch bleſt Fate was e're for me deſign'd! ) 

« This Fleſh to Duſt diflolve, this Spirit to Air 
« When think any but Medea Fair. 

« Be Conſcious Jr, witneſs to my Vow, 

« And this dread Goddeſs at whofe Shrine we Bow. 
Your Charming Tongue ſtopt here, and left the 
To be by yet more powerful Tears, expreſt.. rel 


I yeild and by my Art inſtruct you now, 


To yoke the braſs* hooft Bulls,and make'em Plow, 


Then with a daring Hand you ſow the Field, 
That for an Harveſt do's an Army yicld ; 


Ev*n 


ove 


ind, 
. 


—_— 


Evnl look'd pale;that gavethe powerful Charms 
To ſee the wondrous Crop of ſhining Arms! - 
Till th? Farth-born Brothersin fierce battle joyn'd, 
Their ſudden Lives more ſuddenly refign'd : 


The Serpent next, a yet more dangerous toil, 


With ſcaly Boſom Plows the-yielding Soll,  - 
Oreſhades the Field with vaſt'expanded wings, 
And brandighes in Air his threatning Stings [ 


Where was Crenſa at this needful Hour ? 


Where then were her fam'd Charms and matchleſs 
Dower ? 
Mecca, that Medea, that is now 
Neſpizgd, thought Poor, held guilty too by You, 
Twas ſhe that Charnvd the wakeful Dragons | 
+ fight, 

Gave you the Fleece,and then ſecur'd your Flight c 
To merit you, what cou'd I more have done? 
My Father I betray, my Country ſhun, h 
And all the Hazards of -anExilerun/ 

Tho! 
N 


—— , 
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Tho, whilſt I yiel4 me thus a Robbers Pri, + 

My tender Mother in my abſence dies, 

And ather Feet my breathleſs Siſter lies. 

Why left I not my Brother too > — cold fear 

Arreſts my Hand, and I muſt finiſh here ! 

"This hand that tore the Infant in our Flight, 

What then it dar'd to Act, dreads now to write. 
To the rough Seas undaunted I repgir, 

For after Guilt, what cana Woman Fear ? 

Why ſcap'd our Crimes thoſe Seas ? we ſhou'd 

have dy'd ; 
For falſhood Thou, and I for Parricide. 
The juſtling Iſles Thou'd there 'bave daft'd our 
Bones, 
And hung us piece-meal orr the ragged ſtones ; 


Or Scylla gorg'd us in herrav'nous Den, 


Wrong'd Scyllz thus ſhou'd uſe ingratcful Men! ] 


Charzbdis too {hou'd in our Fate have ſhard, 
Nor ought of our ſad wreck her Whirl-pool ſpar'd, 
Yet 


[ 


«a 
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Is made an Offring to: the Godsof Greece. 
The Pceliaz Daughters pious bloody Deed 
r I paſs, that rathly made their Father bleed ; 


Yethte wereach your Shore; the Phrygzan Fleece 


Your ſafety *twas that drew meto this Frand, 
The Guilt that others Blame, you ſhowd Applaud! 
te. | But ſtczd of thanks, your Court I am forbid : 
Your ſelf forbad me, faithleſs Faſo did ! 

With none but my two Infants I depart, 


1d | And Jaſor's Form, that ne're forſakes my Heart 5 
At length thy Reviing Nuptial Songs ſurprize 
My wounded Ear, thy Nuptial Torch my Eyes. 
our The Rabble ſhout, the Ciamour nearer drew, 
And as it came more near, more dreadful grew ; 
5 | My Servants wcep in corners, and refuſe 

The ingrateful task of ſuch unwelcome News / 
en! I I yer forbear & enquire, tho' ſtill my Breaſt 
The dreadful Apprehenſions did ſuggeſt, 

ard} My youngeſt Boy now from the Window ſpy'd 
Yet] The coming Pomp, and jocund thus he cry'd,: . 
= 5 Looks 
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** Look, Mother, look! ſee where my Father Res, 
* With ſhining Reins his Golden Chariot Guides, 
" At this, my pale forſuken BreaſtI tore, , | 
Norſpar'd the Face, whoſe Beauties charm no more, | | 
Alas! what did I ſpare, ſcarce cou'd I ſpare 
My Honour, ſcarcely thee, cou'd ſcarce forbear 
To force my Paſlage to thy Chariot now, 
And tear the Garland from thy perjur'd Brow. 
Offtcnded Father, now thy oriets diſcharge ! 


My Brothers Blood is now reveng'd at large. 

The man ( for whom I fled and injur'd Thee / 
Whoſe Love ſole comfort of my Flight cou'd of 
TH ingrateful Man has now forſaken Me ! 

I tam'd the Bulls and cou'd the Serpent bind, 

But for perfidious Love no ſpell can find : 

The Dragons baleful Fires my Arts ſuppreſt, 

But not the Flames that rage within my breaſt. Io 
In Love my powerfulP'ſt Herbs are uſeleſs made, S 
In vainis Hecat ſummon'd to my Aid; 


Ire, 
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I ſigh the Day, the Night in watches ſpend, 

No ſlumbers on my careful brows deſcend : 

With Poppies juice in vain my Eyes ſteep, 

And try the Charmthat made the Dragon ſleep. 

I only reap no Profit from my Charms! 

They fav'd; but ſav'd thee for my Rivals Arms ! 

There, 'cauſe you know the Theam will re” 
©, 


Perhaps y* are ſo Unjuſt to exclaim on me ! 


To tax my Manners, Rally on my face, 

And make th' Adultreſs ſport with my diſgrace! 
Laugh on Proud Dame; but know thy Fate isnigh, 
When thou ſhalt yet more wretched be than I! 
When wrong'd Medea unreveng'd ſits ſtill, 
Sword, Flame,and Poyſon, have forgot to Kill. 
" Pray'rs the flinty Jaſor's breaſt can move, 
My juſt Complaint will ſure ſucceſsful prove. 
Stretcht at thy Feet a ſuppliant Princeſs ſee 
Such was thy Poſture, when ſhe Pity'd Thee. 
And tho” a Wife diſcarded Title fail, 2 
My Infants ſtill are Thine, let them prevail! 

N 3 Sa 
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Somuchth” are thine, fo much thy likeneſs bear, 

Each look I caſt, is follow'd by a tear. 

| Now by the Gods, by all our paſt delights, T 

By thoſe dear Pledges of our am'rous Nights, 

Reſtore me to thy Love; I claim my due, 

Be tomy Merit, and thy Promiſe true. * 

I ask thee not what I perform'd for thee, 

To ſet me from fierce Bulls and Serpents frees - 

I only crave thy Love, thy Love reſtore, 

For whichT've done ſo much, and ſuffer'd more. 

Do'ſt thou demand a Dow'r? --- 'twas paid that day 

When thou didſt bear the Golden Flcece away : 

Thy Life's my Dow'r, and wh thy dear F ollowey 
health, | 

The Youth of Greece ; weigh theſe with Creon's 
wealth. 

To me thou ow'ſt that thou art Creor's Heir, 

That now thou liv'ſt to call Creuſa, Fair! 

You've wrong'd me All,and on you All --- but holds 

I form Revenge too mighty tbe told / 


| My 


ers 


3 
NS 


d, 
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My thoughts are now toth' utmoſt Ruin bent/ 
Perhaps I ſhall the fatal Rage repent, 

But on — for I (what e're the miſchief be ) 
Shall tefs repent than that I truſted thee! 

The God alone that Rages in my Breaſt, 

Can fee the dark revenge my thoughts ſuggeſt 3 
[only know 'ewill ſoon effectedbe, 

And when it comes, be Vaſt, and Worthy Me, 
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The ARGUMENT. 
Theſeus, the Sor of /Egeus, having ſiain the Mi- 
notaur , promiſed to Ariadne ihe Daughter of 
Minos awd Paſipbae, for the alſiſtarce which ſie 
ave him , to carry ber kome with him, and 
make her his Wife : So tegether with her Siſter 
Phedra, they wert er Board and ſaibd to Choy, 
where being warn'd By Bacchus, be left Ariad- 
ne, aud Marricd lor Siſter Phadra, who afiers 
wards in Theſeus her Husbands Avſcnce , ſell in 

* Love with Hippolytus her Son in Law, wha 
had Vow d Celibacy, and was a Finnter : Where: 
fore ſince ſhe could not conveniently otherwiſe; 
ſhe choſe by this Epiſtle to give him an Account 


of hey Paſſion. 


I F Thou rt unkind, I ner ſhall health enjoy 
Yet michT wiſh to thee, my Lovely Boy - | 
Read] 
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Read this, and reading how my Soul 1s ſeivd, 

Rather than not be with my rum pleas'd : - 

Thus ſecrets ſafe to fartheſt Shores may move 3 

By Letters Foes converſe and len to Love: 

Thrice my fad tale, as I to tell it try*d, 

Upon my faultring Tongue abortive dy'd:+ 

Long ſhame prevail'd, nor could be conquer'd quite, 

But what I bluſbt to ſpeak, Love made me write. 

Tis dang'rous to reſiſt rhe pow'r of Love. 

The Gods obey him, and he's King above : 

He clear'd the doubts that did my mind confound, 

And promis'd me to bring thee hither bound: © 

Oh may he come, and in that breaſt of thine 

Fix a kind Dart, and make it Hame like mine! 

Yet of my Wedlock Vows Þ'1l looſe no cate, 6 

Search back through all my fame, thou 'lt find I it 

But Love long breeaing, to worſt pain does turns 

Outward unharm'd, within, within I burn ! 

As the Young Bull or Courſer yet untam'd, 

When Yok'd or BridPd firſt,are pinch'd & maim'd 5 
So 
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So my unprattis'd heart in Love can find <a 
 Noreft, th' unwonted weight fotoils my mind. fitr 


of 


When young, loves pangs by Arts we may removeſ0f 
An 


To thee I yield thenall my dear Renown, Ne 
And prithee let's together be undone. C Rof Or 


But in our riper years with rage we Love. 


Who would not pluck the new blown bluſhing W, 
Or the ripe Fruit that Coutts himas it grows? Ev 


But if my Vertue hitherto has gam'd An 
Efteem for fpotlefs, fhall it now be ſtain'd > © FB 
Ci inthy Lovel ſhall no hazard run; "Ea 
Tisnota fin, but when 'tis courfely done. W 
And now fhould Jamo yield her Jove to me, Ar 
Fd quit that Joe, Hippolytes, for thee : Þ 
Believe me too with ſtrange deſires I change, = |. 
Amongſt Wild Beafts I long with Thee to range, | 
To thy Delights and Delia | Encline, At 


Make her my Goddeſs too, becauſe ſhe's thine: IT! 
T:ong to know the Woods, to drive the Deer, [11 
And ore-the Mountains tops myHounds to cheat, 


Shaking 
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kaking my Dart, then, the Chaſe ended, lie 
d. Fftretch'd on the graſs,and would'ſt not thou be by? 


noveſOfc 1n light Chariots I with pleaſure ride, 


And love my ſelfthe furious Steeds to guide. . 
Now like a Bacchanal more wild I ſtray, 
 JOr Old Cybele's Prieſts, as mad as they ; 
hin When under 1dz's Hill they Offrings pay : 
> PFEvn mad as thoſe the Deities of Night 
And Water, Fans and Dryals do affright: 
-* Bat ſtill eachlietle Interval I gain, | 
' BEafily find *tis Love breeds all my pain : 
* [Sure on our Race Love like a Fate does fall, 
And Verns will have Tribute of us. all, 
Jovelov'd Enropa, whence my Father came. 
And to a Bull transformed, Enjoy d the Dame - 
»e, [|he, like my Mother, languithe to obtain, 
And filPd her Womb with ſhame as well as pain: 
> PJThe faithleſs The/exs by my Siſters Aid 
[The Monſter ſlew, anda fafe Conqueſt made : 


Now 
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Now in that Family my right'to ſave, 


'T am atlaſt on the ſame terms a ſlave: 


*T was fatal tomy Siſter and* to me, 
She lov'd thy Father, but my choice was whes! 


Let Monuments of Triumph then be ſhown 


'For two unhappy Nymphs by you undone. 
"When firſt our Vows were at Elenfs pay'd, 


Would I had ina Cretan Grave been laid; Fo 

T'was there thou didſt a perfe& Conqueſt gain Elf 
Whilſt Loves fierce Fever rag'd in ev'ry veinz Far 
White was thy Robe, a Garlarid deck'd thy Head An 
A madeſt bluſh thy comely face o'reſpread. Ye 


That face which may be terrible in Arms; ' © JW! 
But Graceful ſcem'd to me, and-full of Charms: [Ur 
I Love the man whoſe faſhions leaſt his care, Th 
And hate my Sexes Coxcoinby fine and fairs © Wi 
For whilſt thus plain thy careleſs Locks let-fly, Jan 
Th unpoliſh'd form is Beauty in my Eye : Be 
Ifthou but ride, or ſhakethe trembling Dart, JW! 
I fix my Eyes, and wonder at thy Art: | 
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"—Toſctthee poiſe the Jar/in, moves delight, 
ind all thou do'ſt is lovely inthy ſight : 
But to the Woods thy' cruelty reſign , 
 INortreat it with ſo poor a life as mine : 

© Muſt cold Diana be ador'd alone ; 

Muſt ſhe have all thy Vows, and Venus none? 

_ Pſhat pleaſure pallsit cis Enjoy'd too long, - 
[Love makes the weary firm, the feeble ſtrong. 

For C3z4thia's ſake unbend and eaſe thy Bow 3 
gain Elſe to thy Arm twill weak and uſel:f6 grow. 
5 Famous was Cephalus in Wood and Plain, 
Jealfand by him many a Boar and Pard was lain, 

Yet to Aurora's Love he did incline, 

Who wiſcly left Old Age for Youth like thine. 
15; Blnder the ſpreading {ſhades her Am'rous Boy, 

The fair Adonis, Verns could injoy ; 

Alanta's Loye too Meleager ſought, 
y, [Andto her Tribute paid of all he caught - 
be thou and I the next bleſt Sylvan pair : 
Where Loves a. Stranger, Woods but Deſarts are. 
With 


A— 


With Thee through dang'rous ways unfhownl U 
before, | 
Fl rove and fearleſs face the dreadful Boar. 


Between two Seas a little 1/th-ms lies, 


ul 


Where on each ſide the beating Billows riſe, 


There in Trazcnal thy Love will meet. 

More bleſt and pleas'd than in my Native Crete.. | 
As we could wiſh, Old Theſens 15 away 

At Theſſaly, where always let him ſtay 

With his Perithous, whom well I ſec 

Prefer'd above Hippolytus or me. 

Nor has he only thus expreſt his hate ; 
We both have ſuffer d wrongs of mighty weight: 
My Brother firſt he cruclly did ſlay, 

Then from my Siſter falfly ran away 3 | 
And left expos'd to ev*ry Beaſt a prey. 


»- vo. © — 5 = ww = = wm ww av » 


A Warlike Queen to thee thy being gave, 


As 
FISRS 


A Mother worthy of a Son fo brave, 

From cruc} Thefexs yet her death did find, « kind 
Nor though ſhe gave him Thee, coutd make hin 
Unweddec 


> > 
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ownl Unifedded too he wurthered her in ſpight, 


ight: 


To Baſtardize and Rob thee of thy Right : 
Andif to wrong thee more.two Sons I've brought, ' 
Believe it his, and noneof Phadra's fault : 
Rather thou faireſt Thing the Earth contains, 
I wiſh at firſt had dy'd of Mothers pains : 


- | How canſtthou rev'rence thenthy Fathers Bed, 


Fromavhich himſclf fo Abj.&ly is fled? 
The thought affrights not me, but me inflames; 
Mother and Son are notions, very Names 


Of worn out Piety, in faſhion Then 


' When Old dull Saturr RuPFd the Race of men: 


But braver Joze taught pleafure was no ſin, 

And with his Siſter did himſelf begin. 

Nearneſs of Bloud, and Kindred beſt we prove, 
When weexprels it inthecloſcit Love. 

Nor need ve fear our Fault ſhould bereveal'd ; 
Twill under near Relation be conceal'd, Oren 
And all who hear our Loves, with praiſe ſhall 
A Mothers kindneſs to a grateful Son, 


_ No 
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No need at Midnight in the dark to ſtray, ® W 
T' unlock the Gates, and cry, my Love, this way. 
- No bulie Spies our pleaſures to betray. T] 
Burt in one houſe, as heretofore, w el1! live, 
In publick kiſſes take 5 in publick, give: " w 
Though inmy Bed thou'rt ſeen, 'twill gain applauſe 5 
From. all, whilſt none have ſenſe to gheſs the F +, 
R Cauſe : - T] 
Only make haſte, and let this League be fign'd; 
So may my Tyrant Love to thee be kind. | J 
For this I am an humble Suppliant grown 3 Ar 
Now where are all my boaſts of Greatneſs gone? fl p, 
I ſwore. I ner would yield, refolv'd to fight, $9 
Deceiv'd by Love, that's ſeldom in the right - tn 
Now on my own I crawl, to claſp thy knees; At 
Whar's decent no true Lover cares or ſees: | % 
Shame, like a beaten Souldier, leaves the place, || Be 
But Beauties bluſhes ſtill are in my face. [So 


Forgive this fond.Confeſlion which I make, IT 


And then ſome pity on my ſufÞrings take. 
| What 


— 


©..4 
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What though *midſt Seas my Fathers Empire 
lies? 

Though my great Graridfire Thunder froni the | 
Skies ? 


| What though my Fathers Sire in Beams dreft gay 


1e? 


Drives round the burning Chariot of the day ? 

Their Honour all in me to Love's a ſlave, 

Then though thou wilt not me, their Honour 
ſave: | 

Joves Famous I{land, Crete, in Dow'r Pll bring, 

And there ſhall my Hippolytus be King : 

For Verns ſake then hear and grant my pray'r, 

$0 may'{t thou never Love a ſcornfyl fair 5 

In Fields ſo may Dzana gracethee (till, 

And every Wood afford thee Game to kill 5 


| So may the Mountain Gods and Satzrs all 


Be kind, fo may the Boar beforethee fall, 

So may the water-Nymphs in heat of day, 

Though thou their Szx deſpiſe, thy thirſtallay. 
® Millions 
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Millions of tears to theſemy pray'rs I. joyn, 
Which as thou read-ſt with thoſe dear eyes of 


A 


[Thine, | 
Think that thou ſeeſt the ſtreams that flow from 


mine. 


. E220 E 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Kneas, the Son of Venus and Anchiſes, having at 

the Deſtru@ion of Troy, ſaved his Gods, his Fa- 
' ther, and Son Aſcanius from the Fire, put to Sea 
with twenty Sail of Ships, and having been long 
toſt with Tempeſt, was at laſt caſt upon the Shore 
of Lybia, where Zueen Dido, ( ſilying from the 
Cruelty of C—_ her Brother , who bad 
Killed her Husband Sichzus, ) had lately built 
Carthage. Ske entertained Xneas and his Fleet 
with great civility, fell paſſionately in Love with 
him, and in the end denied hin not the laſt Fa- 
O | wours. But Mercury admoniſhing AEneas to go 
in ſearch of Italy, ( a Kingdom promiſed to bins 
by the Gods, ) he readily prepared to Obey him. 
Dido ſooz: perceived it, and having in wain tryd 
all other means to ingage him to ſtay, at laſt in 
Deſpair, writes to him as follows. | 


O, on Meander's banks, when death is nigh, 


_— 


J The mournful Swenſings her own Elegy. 
- . Nox 
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Not thatT hope, (for oh, that hope were vain ') 


' By words your loſt affeQions to regain 3 

But having loſt what e're was worth my care, 

_ Why ſhowd I fear to loſea dying pray'r ? 

'Tis then reſolv'd poor Dido muſt be left 

Of Life, of Honour, and of Love bereft / 
While you,with looſen'd Sails and Vows, prepare 
To ſeek a Land that flies the Searchers care. 

Nor can my rifing Tow'rs your flight reſtrain, 
Nor my new Empire, offer'd you in vain. 

Built Walls you ſhun, unbuilt you ſeek 3 that Land 
Is yet to Conquer 3 but you this Command. 
Suppoſe you Landed where your wiſh deſign'd, 
Think what Reception Foreigners would find. 
What People is ſo void of common ſenſe, 

To Vote Succeſſion from a Native Prince ? 

Yet there new Scepters and new Loves youſeck; 
New Vowsto plight, and plighted Vows to break. 
When will your Tow'rs the height ofCarthage know? 
Or when, your eyes diſcern ſuch crowds below ? 


if 


* 
"on } STI Y ——"—z " are. 
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al) If fach a Town, and Subje&s you cou'd ſee, 
- | Still wowd you want a Wife who lov'd like me. 
: For, oh, I burn, like fires with incenſe bright 3 
Not holyTapers , flame with purer light : 
fEneas is my thoughts perpetual Theme : 
Their daily longing, and their nightly dream. 
re | Yet he ungrateful and obdurateſtill : 
Fool thatT am to place my heart ſo ill ! 


My ſelf I cannot to my ſelf reſtore : 


Still I complain, and {till I love him more. 
and Have pity, Cupid, on my bleeding heart ; 

And pierce thy Brothers with an equal dart, 

I rave : nor canſt thou Vers offspring be, 

Love's Mother cou'd not bear a Son like thee. 
From harden'd Oak, or from a Rocks cold womb, 


At leaſt thouart from ſome fierce Tygreſs come, 
&; Or, on rough Seas, from their foundation torr, 
= Got by the winds, and in a Tempeſt born : 

Like that which now thy trembling Sailors fear : 
4 Like that, whoſe rage ſhould ſtil! detain thee here. 
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Behold how high the Foamy Billows ride! © 
'The winds and wavesare on the juſter fide. 

Fo Winter weather and a ſtormy Sea, 

111 owe what rather woud oweto thee. 

Death thou deſerv'ſt from Heav'as avenging Laws 
But I'm unwilling to become the cauſe. 

To ſhunmy Love; if thou wilt ſeek thy Fate, 

*Tis a dear purchaſe and a coſtly hate. 

Stay but a little, till the Tempeſt ceaſes 

And the Joud windsare lull'd into a peace. 

May all thy rage, like theirs, unconſtant prove ! 
And ſoit will, if there be pow'r in Love. 
Know 't thou not yet what dangers Ships ſuſtain, 


So often wreck:d,how dar'lt thou tempt the Main ? 


Which, were it ſmooth, were every wave a ſleep, 


Ten thouſand forms of deathare in the deep. 
Inthat abyſs the Gods their vengeance ſtore, 
For broken Vows of thoſe who falily ſwore. 


T here winged ſtormson Sea-born Vexus wait, 


Tovindicateti:e Juſtice of her State, 


| Thus 


<6 
'I 


by. 
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Thus, I to thee the means of ſafety ſhow : 

And loſt my ſelf, would ſtill preſerve my Foe. 
Falſe as thou art, I not thy death deſign : 

O rather liveto be the cauſe of mine / 

S10ud ſome avenging ſtorm thy Veſſel tear, 

(But Heav'n forbid my words ſhou'd Omen bear, ) 
Then, in thy facethy perjur'd Vows would fly; 
And my wrong'd Ghoſt be preſent to thy FE. 


With threatning looks, think thou behold'ſt me 


Gaſping my mouth, and clotted all my hair, (tare, 


Then ſhou'd fork-d Lightning and red Thunder fall, 
VVhat cou'dſt thou ſay, but I deſerv:d 'em all ? 


Þ Leſt this ſhoud happen, make not haſt away. 


To ſhun the danger will be worth thy ſtay. 

Have pity on thy Son, if not onme« 

My death alone is guiit enough For thee. 

VVhat has his Youth, what have thy Gods deſerv'd, 
To ſink inSeas, who were from fires preſery'd > 
But neither Gods nor Parent didit thou bear, 
(Snwoth ſtories all, to pleaſe a V Vornans ear.) 
O 4 Falſe 


2009 
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Falſe wasthe tale of thy Romantick life TY B 
Nor yet am I thy firſt deluded Wife. | A 
* Left to purſuing Foes Crenſa ſtay'd, C 
By thee, baſe man, forſaken and betray'd. Is 


This, when thou told'ſt me, ſtruck my tender heart, | T 
That ſuch requital follow'd ſuch deſert. T 
Nor doubt I but the Gods, for Crimes like theſe, 


Sev'n ws keptthee wandring on the Seas. 


- = 


Thy (ev d Companions, caſt a Shore, I fed, 


Cn 


Thy ſelf admitted to my Crown and Bed. 

To harbour Strangers, ſuccour the diſtreſt, 

Woas kind enough 3 but oh too kind the reſt / 
Curſt be the Cave which firſt my ruin brought; 
Where, from the ſtorm, we common ſhelter ſought! 
A dreadful howling eccho'd round the place, 
The Mountain Nymphs, thought I, my Nuptials 
I thought ſo then, but now too late thnows pt 
The Furies yell'd my Funerals from below. 

©) Chaſtity and violated Fame, 


Exact your dyes to my dead Huzbands name / 


By 


Irt, 


jals 
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By Death redeem my reputation loſt ; 

And to his Arms reſtore my guilty Ghoſt, 

Cloſe by my Pallace, in a Glomy Grove, 

Is raisd a Chappel to my Murder'd Love. 

There, wreath'd with boughs and wool his Statue 
The pions Monument of Artful hands : (Hons 
Laſt night, methought, he calld me from the dome, 
And thrice with hollow voice, cry'd, Dido, come. 
She comes :+ thy V Vite thy lawful ſummons hears; 
But comes more {lowly , clogg'd with conſcious 
Forgive the wrongl offerd to thy bed, { 
Strong were his Charms, who my weak faith miſled. 
His Goddeſs Mother, and his aged Sire, 


Born on his back, did to my fall conſpire. 


'O ſuch he was, and is, that were he true, 


' VVithout a bluſh I might his Love purſue. 


But cruel Stars my Birth-day did attend: 

And as my Fortune open'd, it muſt end. 

My plighted Lord was at the Altar ſlain, 

V Vhoſe wealth was made my bloody Brotheis gain : 
Friend- 
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Friendleſfs, and follow'd by the Murd'rers hate, Pot 
To foreign Countries I remov'd my. Fate 0 


* And here, a ſuppliant, from the Natives hands, PFſou 


I bought the ground on which my City ſtands. 
With all the Coaſt that ſtretches to the Sea (hy 
Ev'n to the friendly Port that ſheltred thee: ind 
Then rais'd theſe: Walls, which mount into the Air, Perl 


\nd 


Atonce my Neighþours wonder, and their fear, 
For now they Arm 3 and round me Leagues are 
My fearce Eſtabliſh'd Empire to invade. ( 
To Man my new built Walls I muſt prepare, 

An helpleſs Woman, and unskill'd in War. 0 


Yet thouſand Rivals to my Love pretend ; 


And for my Perſon, would my Crown defend : 
Whofe jaring Votes in on complaint agree, 


That each unjuſtly 1s difdain'd for thee. 


To proud Hyjarbas give me upa prey iS 1 


(For that muſt follow, if thou go'ſt away.) Put 


Or to my Husbands Murd'rer leave my life 3 Vh 
That to the Husband he may add the Wite. 


Go 
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other??; finceno complaints can move thy mind : 
o perjur'd Man, but leave thy Gods behind. 

ſouch not thoſe Gods by whomthou art forſworn 
ho will in impious hands no more be born.) 

[hy Sacrilegious worſhip they diſdain, 

Ind rather wou'd the Grecian: fires ſuſtain. 

erhaps my greateſt ſhame is ſtill to come 3 

ind part of thee lies hid within my womb, 

ſhe Babe unborn muſt periſh by thy hate, 

\nd Periſh guiltleſs in his Mothers fate. 

Some God,.thou ſay'ſt, thy Voyage does command : 
ou'd the ſame God had barr'd thee from my 

Land, 

The ſame, I doubt nat, thy departure ſteers, 

Who kept thee out at Sea.ſo many years. 


{here thy long labours were a price ſo great, 


is thou to purchaſe Troy wouldſt not repeat. 
But Thber now thou ſeek*ſt 3 to be at beſt 
hen there arriv'd, a poor precarious Guelt. 


Yet 


a © SY 
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Yet it deludesthy ſearch : Perhaps it will © 
To thy Old Age he undifcover'd ſtill. 

A ready Crown and Wealthin Dow'r Ibring ; 
And without conqu'ring, here thou art a King, 
Here thou to Carthage may'ſt transfer thy Troy ; 
Here young A/canins may his Arms imploy : 
And, while welive ſecure in ſoft repoſe, 
Bring many Laurels home from Conquer'd Foes, 
By Cupids Arrows, I adjure thee, ſtay 3 

By all the Gods, Companions of thy way. * 
So may thy Trojans, who are yet alive,« 

Live ſtill, and with no future Fortune ſtrive : 
So may thy Youthful Son old age attain, 

And thy dead Fathers Bones in peace remain, 
As thou haſt pity on unhappy me, 

Who know no Crime, but too much Love of the 
I amnot born from fierce Achilles Line : 
Nordid my Parents againſt Troy combine, 

To be thy Wife, if Lunworthy prove, 


By ſome inferior name admit my Love. 


* ww ae FYy - 
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To be ſecur'd of ſtill poſleſiing thee, 

What wou'd I do, and what wou'd I not be / 
Our Lybian Coaſts their certain ſeaſons know, 
When free from Tempeſts paſſengers may go. 
But now with Northern Blaſts the Billows roar, 
And drivethe floating Sea-weed to the Shore. 
Leave to my care the time to Sail away 5 

When fafe, I will not ſuffer thee to ſtay, 

Thy weary Men wou'd be witheaſe content 5 
Their Sails are tatter'd, and their Maſts are ſpent : 
If by no merit I thy mind can move, 

What thou deny'ſt my merit, give my Love. 
Stay , till I learn my loſs to undergo 

And give me time to ſtruggle with my woe. 
Ifnot : Know this, I will not fuffer long 3 


* My life's too loathſome, and my love too ſtrong. 


Death holds my pen, and diftates what I ſay, 

While croſs my lap thy Trojan Sword I lay. C flood, 
My tears flow down; the ſharp edge cuts their 
And drinks my forrows,that muſt drink my bloud. 


How 
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How well thy gift does with my Fate agree! 
My Funeral pomp is cheaply made by thee. 
Tono new wounds my boſom I diſplay - k 
The Sword but enters where Love made the way. 
But thou, dear Siſter, and yet dearer friend, 
Shalt my cold aſhes to their Urn attend. 
Sicheus Wife, let not the Marble boaſt, 

I loſt that Title when my Fame Iloft. 

This ſhort Inſcription only let it bear, 

«< Unhappy Dido lies in quiet here. 

<« The cauſe of death, and Sword by which ſhe dy'd, 
&* /Eneas gave: the reſther arm ſupply'd. 


The 


-[% (207) 


The Foregoing 
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By another H a x o. 


y'd, 


ALLA EEE a 
| : 


O in unwonted Notes, when ſure to die, 
The mournful Swan ſings her own Elegy. 

do not hope by this to change my Fate, 

Ince Heaven and you are both reſolv'd to hate, 

obb'd of my Honour, 'tis no wonder now 

hat you diſdain me when I meanly ſue ;; x 

he 
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Deaf to my Pray'rs; that you reſolve to go, 

And leave th* unhappy you have rendred ſo. 

" You and your Love, the Winds away muft bear, 

Forgot is all that you ſo oft did ſwear : 

With cruel haſt to diſtant Lands you fly, 

Yet know not whoſe they are, nor where they lie, 

On Ca#thage and its rifing Walls you frown, 

And ſhun a Scepter, which is now your own 

Alt you have gain'd, you proudly docontemn, 

And fondly ſeek a fancied Diadem:. 

And ſhould you reach atlaſtthis promis'd Land, 

Who ll give its Power into a Strangers hand ? 

Another eaſe Dido do you eek ? 

And new Occafions new made Vows to break ? 

When can you Walls like ours of Carthage build, 

And ſce your Street with crowds of Subjects fall'd ; 

But tho? all this Succeeded to your mind, 

So true a Wife no ſearch could ever find: 
Scorch'd up with Loves fiercefire my Life does 


Like Incenſe onthe flaming Altar caſt, (wah 


All 


Hor 
The 
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All day FOND walks before my fight, 
In all my Dreams I ſee him every mght 7 


— 


But ſee him ſtill Ingrateful as before, 
And ſuch as, if I could, I ſhould abhor. 


But the ſtrong Flame burns on againſt my will, 


Jicall him Falſe, but Love the Traytor ſtill. 


Goddeſs of Love, thee all the World adore ! 
And ſhall thy Son flight thy Almighty power ? 
His Brothers ſtubborn Soul let Cpid move, 
Teach me to hate, or him to merit Love ! 

But the Impoſtor his high Birth did feign, 

(Tho' to that tale his Face did credit gain,) 

He was not born of Fes, who could prove 

& cruc}, and fo Faithkfs m his Love. 


From Rocks or Mountains he deriv'd his Birth / 


+ WFierce Wolzes or Savage Thgers brought him forth ! 


Or clf: he ſprung from the Tempeftuous Main, - 


To which fo eagerly he flics again. 


Jos]How dreadful the contending Waves appear ! 


Walt 


All 


Theſe winter ſtorms by force would keepyou here, 
P The 
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The ſtormsare kinder and the Winds more frue ! 
Let me ow them, what I would ow to you. ( 
' You'll ſhew your hatred at too dear a rate, 1 
If to fly me, you run on certain fare. 
Stay only till theſe raging Tempeſts ceaſe, Y 
And breeding Halczons all my fears releaſe. V 
Then you perhaps may change your cruel mind, | V 
And will learn pity from the Sea and wind. y 
Are you not warn'd by all you 've felt and ſeen? I T 
And will you tempt the faithlefs Floods again 2 | A 


Tho *twere calm now, it would not long be ſo, 


Think, to what diſtant Countries you would go. | Y 
There's not one Cod who will that Veſlel bleſs, Þ| I 
Whieh lies, and frauds, and Perjuries oppreſs. | T 


The Sealet every faithleſs Lover fear, W 
The Queen of Love roſe thence, and Governs there. Fe 
Still the dear Cauſe of all my Ills 1 love, By 
And my Iaſt words Heavn for your ſafety move3Þ N 
T hat your falſe Flight may not as fatal be Bu 
To you, as your difſembled Love to me. A 
But 
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e! Brft in the Storm; when the huge Billows rowl, 

(Th unlucky Omen may kind Heav'n controul, 

Think what diftrafed thoughts will fill your 
foul. : 

You'll then remember every broken vow, 

With Horror think on Murd'red Dido too: 

ind, | My Ghoſt all pale and Ghaſtly ſhall be there; 

VVith mortal wounds ſtiltbleeding Fll appear. 


Dd 


n? | Then you will own what to ſuch Crimes is due, 


And think each Flaſh of Lightning ainyd at you: 
, Your cruel Flight till the next calm delay, 
20. || Your quiet paſſage will reward your ſtay. 
5, | I beg not for my lf, but do not joyn 
The Guilt of your Aſcanins Death to mine. 
What has your Son, what have your Gods deſery'd 
ere. f For a worſe Fate were they from flames preſerv'd? 
But fure you neither fav'd them from the Fire, 
ve; Nor on your ſhoulders bore your aged Sire 5 
But did Contrive that ſtory, to' deceive 
A Queen, ſo fond, fo willing to believe. 
But P 2 Your 
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Your ready Tongue told many a pleaſing Nee, 

Nor did it practiſe firſt theſe cheats on me. 

' You bby like Arts did fair Creuſa gain, 

And then forſook her with a like diſdain. 

I've wept to hear you tell that Ladics Fate, + 

My ſelf now juſtly more unfortunate. 

'Tis to Revenge theſe Crimes the Gods Engage, 

And make you wander out your wretched Age, 
A Shipwrack*d wretch I kindly did receive, 

My Wealth and Crown to hands unknown did 

g1Ve. | 
Had I ſtop'd there, I had been free from ſhame, 
And had not ſtaind my clear and ſpotleſs Fame, 


Heaven to betray my Honour did comply, 
When thunder and black clouds f11'd all the We 
And made us to the fatal ſhelter fly. 

The furies howlI'd, and dire preſages gave, 

And ſhrieking. Nymphs forſook the guilty Cave. 
I cannot live that Crime torments me ſo, 

Yet full of ſhameto my Sichans go. 


In 


In 


Dy 
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In a fair Temple built by skiltull hands, 
A Sacred Image of Szchens ſtands 3 


| with ſnowy Fleeces dreſt, and GarlandsCrown'd, 


From thence of late I've heard a diſinal ſound ! 
Four times he call'd me with a hollow Voice, 
My looſn'd Joynts ſtill tremble at the Noiſe ! 


My deareſt Lord your Summons I obey, 
'Tis ſhame to meet you makes this ſhort delay. 
Yet ſuch a Tempter might the Crime excuſe, 
His Heavenly Race, and all his ſolemn Vows! 
The beſt of Fathers, the moſt pious Son / 
Who could ſuſpe& he, who ſuch things had done, 
$0 well had acted all the parts of Life, 
Could have betray'd a Princeſs and a Wite ? | 
Had henot wanted Faith, your felt muſtown 
He had deſerv'd to fill my Bed and Throne. 
In my firſt Youth what cares diſturb'd my peace ! 
And my misfortunes with my yer r3 increaſe ! 
My Husbands blood was by my Brother ſpilt, 
And ſtill his wealth Rewards the proſperous Guilt. 
23 - — Through 
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Through ways unknowna dangerous flight I take, 
His aſhes and my Native Soil forſake 3 

Here ſheltred from my brothers Cruelty, 

I bought this Kingdom, which I gave to thee. 

My City did in Glory daily riſe, 


Which all my Neighbours ſaw with envious eyes. 


And force againſt unfiniſh'd Walls prepare, 
Threatning a helpleſs Woman with a War. 
Thoſe many Kings, who did my Bed defire, 
Now to revenge their ſlighted Love conſpire. 
Go on, my People are at your Command, 
Give me up bound to ſome fierce Rivals hand ; 
Aſſiſtmy Cruel Brothers black deſign, 
Drunk with Sichaus Blood, hethirſts for mine. 
But then pretend to picty no more, 
The falſe, and perjur'd, all the Gods abhor. 
Even thoſe you ſnatch'd from Troy's devouring 
| Flame, | 
Are griev'd that from ſuch hands their ſafety came. 
A 
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A growing Infant in my Womb you leave, 

Of your whole ſelf, you cannot me bereave. 

You kill not Dido only if you go, 

The Guiltleſs and unborn you Murder too. 

With me a new unknown Aſcanins dies, 

Tho' deafto mine, yet think you hear his cries, 
But *tis the God Commands, and you obey, 

Ah ! would that he who now forbids you ſtay, : 

Had neverled your ſhatter'd fleet this way / 

And now this God Commands you out again 

T' endure another Winter on the Main ! 

Scarce Troy reſtor'd to all her Ancient State, 

Were worth the ſeeking at ſo dear a rate. 

Ceaſe then through ſuch vaſt Dangers to purſue 

A place, which, but in Dreams, you never knew. 

In ſearch of which, you your beſt years may waſt, 

And come a ſtranger there, and old at laſt. 

See at your feet a willing people lies, 

And donot offer'd wealth, and power defpile. 

P 4 dl 
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Fix here the Reliques of unhappy Troy, 

Andin ſoft peace, all you have ſav'a, injoy. 
But if new dangers your great Soul deſires, 

If thirſt of fame your Sons young breaſt inſpires, 

You'll frequent Tryals here for Valour find, 


Our Neighbours are as rough as weare kind. 


By the kind Gods who hither bleſt your way, 


By your dear Fathcrs Soul Ibeg your ſtay, 


And by your Brothers dart, which all obey. 
So may white Conqueſt on your Troops attend, 
And all your long Misfortunes here take end. 
So with his years may your Sons hopes increaſe, 
$5 may Azchiſes Aſhes reſtin peace, 

Some pity let a ſupplant Princeſs move, 
Whoſe only fault was an Exceſs of Love. 
Iam rot ſprung from any Grecian Race, 


None of my Blood did your Lov'd Troy deface, 


_ Fl Sacrifice my Honour to my flame, 


Yet if your pride think ſuch a Wite a ſhame, 


And mect your Love by a leſs glorious name. 


[ p 


| \ 
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I know the dangers of this ſtormy Coaſt, 
How many Ships have on our ſhelves been loſt. 
Theſe winds have driv'n the floating Sea-weed ſo, | 
That your intangled Veſlcl cannot go, 

Do not attempt to put toSea 1n vain, 

Till happier Gales have cleard your way again. 
Truſt me to watch the calming of the Sea, 

You ſhall not then, tho' you deſir'd it, ſtay. 
Beſides your weary Seamen reſt deſire, 

And your torn fleet now rigging does require. 
By all T ſuffer, all I've done for you, 

Somelittle reſpite tomy Love allow. 

Time and calm thoughts mayteach me how to bear 
That loſs, which now alas 'tis death to Hear. 
But you rcſolve to force me to my grave, 

And are not far from all that you would have. 
Your Sword before me, whilſt I write, docs lie, 
And, by it, if I write in vain, I die. EE 
Already ſtain'd with many a falling tear, 


It ſhortly ſhall another colour wear, 


» You 
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You never could an apter preſent make, 


"Twill ſoon, the Life you've made uneaſie, take. 

But this poor breaſt has felt your Wounds before, 

Slain by your love, your ſteel has now no power, 
Dear Guilty Siſter, do not you deny 

The laſt kind Office to my Memory; ? 
But do not on my Funeral Marble joyn [ 
Much wrong 'd S7cheus Sacred Name with mine. 


&« That Dido could not bear his fierce diſdain, 


<« Of falſe /Ezeas let the ſtone complain, 
< But by his Sword, and her own hand was lain. 


-& 


——— 


Ver. 
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ſ 
| Sackd Chryneſium , 


(7 More by her blots, than words,ſets forth _ 
EONS : An 


The ARGUMENT T. 


the War of Troy , Achilles having taken and 
a Town in the Lyrneſian 
Conntry , amongſt his other Booty , he took two 
very fair Women, Clryſcis, and Briſeis: Chry- 
ſeis ke Preſented to King Agamemnon, and Bri- 
ſeis he reſerved for himſelf. Agamemnon after 


ſome time, was forced by the Oracle to reſtore 


Chryſcis to her Father, who was one of the 
Prieſts of Apollo - Wherenpon the King by vio- 


lence took away Brifſeis from Achillesz at which 


Achilles incenſt, left the Camp of the Grecians, 
and prepared to Sail home 5 in whoſe abſence 
the Trojans prevailing upox the Grecians, Aga- 
memnon was compell'd to ſend Ulylſles, and 
others to offer him rich Preſerts, and Þriſeis, 
that he would return again to ike Army : But 
Achilles with diſdain rejcfied them all. This 
[ etter therefore is written by Briſeis , to move 
hine, that he would receive her, and return tothe 
Grecian Camp. 


Aptive Bri{cis 1n a forein Tongue 
(wron 
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And yet theſe blots, which by my tears are made, 
 Aboveall words, or writing ſhould perſwade. 
Subjets (Iknow_) muſt not their Lords accuſe; 
Yet prayers and tears we lawfully may uſe. 
When raviſh'd from your Arms, I was the prey 
Of Agamemnons arbitrary ſway 3 

I graat, you mult at laſt have lcit the Field, 

But, for a Lover, you too ſoon did yield. 

A Warricrs Glory it muſt needs diſgrace, 

At the firſt ſummons to yicld up the place. 

The Enemies themſelves, nolcfs than T, 

Stood wondriog at their eaſie Viory : 

I ſaw their lips in whiſpers ſoftly move, 

Ts this the Man ſo fam'd for Arms, and Love? 
Alas ! Achilles, 'tis not ſo we patt 

From what we love, and what is near our heart, 
No healing kifles to my grief you gave 3 

You turn'd meoff, an unregard:d ſlave. 

Was it your rage, that did your Love ſiippreſs 2 


Ah, love Prijezs more, and hate Atrides leſs ! 


He 


uſe; 


rey 


[<BRISEIS ACHILLES. 221 


m— ——_ 


He is not born of a true Hero's Race, 
Who lets his fury of his Love take place. 
Tzgers, and Wolves can fight : Love is the Teſt, 
Diſtinguiſhing the Hero from the Beaſt. 
Alas! when I was from your boſom forc'd, 
Ifele my body from my ſoul divorc'd ; 
A deadly palencſs overſpread my face ; 
Sleep left my eyes, and to my tears gave place : 
[tore my hair, and did my death decree : | 
Ah !learn to part with what you love, from me, 
A bold eſcape I often did eflay, 
But Greeks, and Trojans too, block'd up the way 2 
Yet tho! a tender Maid could not break throw, 
Methinks, Achilles ſhould not be ſo flow 3 
Ackilles, once the thunderbolt of War, 
The hope of Conquering Greece, and Troy's deipair, 
Me in his Rivals Arms can he behold ? 
And is his Courage with his Love grown cold? 
But I confeſs, that my neglected Charms 
Did not deſerve the Conqueſt of your Arms 

: Theres 


He 
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Therefore the Gods did by an eaſier way * 

Our wrongs attone, and dammages repay : 

Ajax with Phenix and Olyffs bring 

Humble ſubmiſſions from their haughty King : 
The Royal -Penitent rich Preſents fends, 

The ſtrongeſt Cement to picce broken friends. 
When Pray 'rs well ſeconded with Gifts arefent, 
Both mortal, and immortal Powers relent : 
Twenty bright Veſle!s of Corinthian Brafs, 
Their Sculpture did the coſtly Mine ſurpaſs 3 
Seven Chairs of State of the ſame Art, and Mould, 
And twice five Talents of perſwaſive Gold. 
Twelve fiery Steeds of the Epiriaz breed, 
Matchlcfs they are for beauty, and for ſpeed 5 * 
Six Leibian Maids (but theſe I well cou'd ſpare) 
Their I{land Sack'd, theſe were the General's ſhare; 
 Andlaſt a Bride, (ah ! tell *em I am thine } 
At your own choice out of the Royal Line : 
With theſe: they offer me + But, might I chuſc, 
You ſhould take me, and all their gifts refuſe : 
| But 


Th 
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But mE and thoſe you ſullenly reject ; 

What have I done, to merit this neglect? 
| it that you, and Fortune joyntly vow, 
Whom you make wretched, ſtill to keep them ſo? 
Your Arms my Country did in aſhes lay, 


- [My Houſe deſtroy, Brothers and Husbands lay : 


It had been kindneſs to have kill d me too, 
Rather than kill me with unkindneſs now. 

With Vowsas faithleſs, as your Mother Sea, 

You loudly promis'd, that you would to me, f 
Country, and Brothers, and a Husband be. 

And is it thus, that you perform your Vow, 


Even with a Dowry to reje& me too ? 


; Nay, fame reports that with the next fair wind, 


Leaving your Honour, Faith, and me behind, 
You quit our Coaſts: Before that fatal hour, 
May thunder ſtrike me, or kind Earth devour! 
[all things, but your abſence can endure ! 
That's a diſeaſe, which Death muſt only cure. 

It 
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If to Achaia you will needs return, 
Leaving all Greece your fullen rage to mourn. 
' Place me but in the number of your train, 
And I no ſcrvile Office will diſdain : 

If 'm deny'd the Honour of your Bed, 

Let meat leaſt be, as your Captive. lcd : 
Rather than baniſh'd from your Family 

I will endure another White to ſee ; 

A Wife, to make the great /Eactan Line, 
Like Starry Heaven, as numerouſly ſhine ; 
That ſo your ſpreading Progeny may prove 
Worthy of Thctis, and their Grandiire Jore. 
Let me on her an humble Hand-Matd, wait 
On her, bccaule to you ſhe does relate. 

I fear (I know not why ) that ſhe may be, 
Than to her other Maids, more harſh to me - 
But you are bound to guard vour Conquer'd {lave, 
And to maintain the Articles you gave : 

' Yet ſhould you yield to her imperious ſway, 


Do wiat you will, but turn me not away, 


But 


ave, 


But 
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But why ſhould you depart? the King repetits; 
The Grecian Atmy wants you in their Tents: 
You conquer all 3. Conquer your paſſion too 
Or elſe with He&or, you will Greece undo. . 
Take Arms ( Kacides) but firſt take me, 


Your juſter rage let routed Tr9jans ſee. 


JFor me begun, for me your anger end 3 


The fault I caus'd, let me have power to mend, 

In this ro me you may with Honour yield, 

Rul'd by his Wife, Ocnides took the field. 

fis Mothers Sacred Curſes himdiſarm'd, 

But by his Wive's more powerful Spells uncharni'd; 
His armour once put off, he buckles on, 

And fights and Conquersftor his Calidor : 

That happy Wite prevaild; why ſhould not I ? 


- PBut you that Title, and my Power deny : 


Title and Power, and all ambitious ſtritc 
Of being call'd your Miltriſs, or your Wite, * 
I quietly lay down; butT muſt have 


This Claim allow'd, to be your faithful Slave. 23 


Q 
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I by thoſe dread, ill-cover'd Aſhesſwear, y 
C Alas: their Tomb Lyrzeſian Ruins are ) 
Of my dead Spouſe, and by each Sacred Ghoſt 
Of my. three Brothers, honourably loſt, 
Who for, and with their Country bravely fell; 
By all, that's awful both in Heav'n, and Hell : 
And laſt of all by thine own head, and mine, 
Whom Love, though parted now, did ſometimes 
ThatTI preſerve my Faith entire and chaſt ; (3 wh 
That I no forein love, or pleaſure taſte ; 
That no aſperſion can my Honour touch 3 
O ! that Achilles too could ſay as much! 
Some think he mourns for me 3 But others ſay, 
In Loves foft joys he melts his hours away 3 
That ſome new Miſtriſs with Circean Charms 
Has Iockt kim up in her Iaſcivious arms, 
And ſo transform'd from what he was before, 
That he will fight for Greece or Me no more. 
The Trumpetnow to the ſoft Lute muſt yield « 
To Midnight Revels, Marches in the field. 

He 


yn, 


Yo 
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He whom of late Greece, as her Mars, ador'd ; 
He, on whoſe Maſſie ſpear, and glittering Sword 
The fates, and death did wait, that mighty Man | 
Now weilds a Busk, and brandiſheth a Fan. 


Avert it Heaven! can he be only brave 


To waſt my Country, not his own to fave ? 


And when his Arms my Family mow*d down; 


Loſt hehis ſting, and fo became a Drone? 


Ah ! cure theſe fearsz and let me have the pride; 
To ke your Javelin fixt in He&or's fide. 

O / that the Grecizars would ſend me to try, 

IFI could make your ſtubborn heart comply : 
Few words I'd uſe; all ſhould be ſighs, and tears; 
And looks, and kifles, mixt with hopes, and fears : 
My Love like lightning throw my Eyes ſhould fly, 
And thaw the Ice, which round your heart docs lie : 
Sometimes my Arms about your neck I'd throw 3 
And then imbrace your knees, and humbly bow : 


There is more Eloquence in tears, and kifles, 


| Than in the ſmooth Harangues of ſly Uly/es : 


Q 2 That 
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T rac noifie Rhetorick of a twanging tongue, 

Serves but tolug the heavy Crowd along : 

' But Souls with Souls ſpeak only by the Eye, 

And at thoſe Windows one another ſpy : 

Thus, then your Mother Sea rais'd with the wind 

More fierce, I would compoſe your ſtormy mind; 

And my Love ſhining on my tears that flow, 

Should make a Rain-bow, and fair weather ſhow. 

So dreams my Love. Ah /come, that! may try, 

If I can turn my Dream to Prophecy. 

So may your Pyrrhus live to equalize 

His Grandlire's years, his Fathers Victories. 

Let me no longer pin'd in abſence he ; 

Rather than live without you, let me die - 

My heart's already cold, and death do's ſpread 

His livid paleneſs o're my lively red. 

My Lite hangs only on the ſlender hope, 

That your reviving Love your rage will ſtop. 

If that ſhould fail, let me not linger on, 

But let that Sword (to mine ah / too well known) 
Me 


Me 


j 
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Me to my Brothers, and my Husband ſend ; 
Your hand began, your hand the work muſtend. 
But why ſuch Cruelty ? come then, and fave 5 
Afﬀidted Greece, and me your humble Slave. 
How much more decently might you imploy 
Your ill-ſpent. Rage againſt Neptuniarn Troy ! 
Then furl your Sails, once more your Anchors caſt : 
Leave not your Country, nor your honour blaſt. 
But go or ſtay 3 with you Iought to move, 

Made yours by Right of War, and Right of Love. 


Q 3 DEIA- 


DEIANIRA 
HERCULES 


Mw EDDIE 


The ARGUMENT. 


Deianira hazing heard that Hercules was fallen 
in Love with lJole a Captize; and at the ſame 
time that he was dying by a poiſoned Shirt ſhe 
had preſenied kim with , and had been told 
would recover a loſt affedion ; betwixt diſdain 
ard* anger for the firſt, and grief and deſpair 

_ for the latter, ſhe writes the following Lines toher 
Husband, 


I; pleas'd with the ſucceſs your Valour gave, 
But grieve the Vidor 1s his Captives flaye. 


» 


This unexpected News ſoon flew tome, 
And with your former Life does ill agree. 


. Fi 


Con- 


ry 
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Continidal Action, nor yet Juzo's Hate, 

Ne'r hurt whom Jole does Captivate : 

Exryſtheus this, this did Joues Wife deſign, 
Laugh at your weakneſs, and theſetears ofmine3 
But Jupiter , hop'd better things, when he 

To make this Hero, made one night of three. 
Venus has hurt you more by her ſoft Charms, 
Than angry Jzzothat Imploys your Arms3 

She by deprefling you, raisd you the more, 

The other treads on you, whom you adore. 
You've freed theWorld from troublers of mankind, 
All things ſubmit to your Heroick mind : 
You make the Seas ſecure, the Earth have reſt, 
Your mighty Name fills both the Eaſt and Welt. 
Heaven, that muſt bear you, you did bear before, 
When weary Atlas did your aid Implore. 

Yet for all this, the greater is your ſhame, 

If with mean Ads you ſtain your Glorious Name. 
You kill'd two Serpents with your Infant hand, 
Which then deſery'd Foves Scepter to Command. 


Q 4 Your 
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Your laſt deeds differ from your firſt ſucceſs, - 

The Infant makes the Man appear the leſs. 

- No Savage Beaſts, nor fiercer Enemies, © 
Cou'd Conquer him,whom Love does now ſurprize, 
Some think my Marriage a great Happiveſs, | 
Being Joves Daughter, Wite of | Hercules ; 

But asExtreams do very ill agree, 

The Greatneſs of my Husband leflens me : - © 
This ſeeming Honour gives a mortal wound ; 
Amongſt our Equals Happineſs is found 5 
Athome in quiet they their Lives1njoy 5 
Tumults, and Wars, do all his hours imploy : 

This abſence makes meſo unfortunate, 

I buy your Glory at too dear a rate. 

I weary Heaven with Vows and Sacrifice, 

Leſt you ſhould fall by Beaſts, or- Enemies, 
When you aſfault a Liov, or Wild Boar, 

Yon hazard much, but I ſtill hazard more. 

Strange Dreams and Viſions ſet before mine Eyes, 


I he dangers that attend your Vitories, 


Utn- 
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Unhappy I to vain Reports give Far, 

Then vainly hope, and then as vainly fear. 

Your abſent Motherblnſhes ſhe pleasd Fore, 

ze, | Amphitryos abſent, and the Son you love. 

| 1 fee Exryſthers has contrivd your Fate, 

And will make uſe of Juno's reſtleſs hate. 

This I could bear, did you love none but me, 

But you are Amorous of all you ſee. 

Yet Omphale does now inrage me more, 

Than all the Beauties you admird before. 

Menandcrs Streams have ſeen thoſe ſhoulders wear 

Rich Chains, that Heav'n as a ſmall weight did 
bear. 

But were you not aſhamed to behoid COold, 

Thoſe Arms weigh'd down with Jewels, and with 

That made the fierce Nemean Lyon die, 

And wore his Skin to ſhew the Victory > | 

When like a Woman you did dreſs your hair, 

a | Lawrel had heen for you a fitter wear. 


As 


—  — 


As Wanton Maids, you thought it was no ſIfame 


To wear a Saſh to pleaſe your haughty Dame. 
Fierce Diomedes was notin your mind, 

That fed his bloody Horſes with mankind : 
Did but Buſris ſee this ſtrange diſguiſe, 

The conquerd would the Conqueror deſpiſe. 
Anteus would retrieve his Captive State, 

And ſcorn a Victor ſo Effeminate. 

Among the Greciaz Virgins you fit down, 
And ſpin, and tremble at a Womans frown ? 


A Diſtaffe, not a Scepter fills that Hand, 


That Conquer'd all things, and did all Command- 


Then in her preſence you do trembling ſtand, 
And fear a blow as death, from her fair.hand : 
And to regain her favour you reveal 


Thoſe glorious Actions you ſhould then conceal. 


How you that ſtrange and fruitful Serpent flew, 


That by his wounds more fierce and ſtronger grew. 


How when you fought, you never loſt the held, 
But made great Kings and cruel Monſters yicld, 


And 
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\nd canyou boaſt or think of things ſo great, 
ow you wear Silks, .and are with Jewels (ct ? 
heſe ations and that Garb do diſagree, 

&o ſoft a dreſs do's give your tongue the lie. 
our Miſtreſs too puts on your Conqu'ring Arms, 

And makes you ſtoop to her more pow*rful 

Charms. 

She wears your Robesto ſhew her Victory, 

And is, what you once thought your ſelftobe. 

Your glorious Conqueſt, and illuſtrious Fame, 

Give her renown, but you eternal ſhame. 

All is to her, by whom you'r conquer'd, due 3 

Go now and brag of what remains to you. 

t not a ſhame, that her ſoft Arms ſhould bear 

The Lions rugged skin you once did wear ? 

Theſe ſpoils are not the Lzozs but your own, 

The Beaſt you Conquer'd, you ſhe Overcome. 

Shetakes your Club up in her feeble hand, 


And in her Glaſs ſhe learns how to Command. 


All 
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All this T heard - yet I could not believe : 
The fad report, which cauſes me to grieve. 

* Your Jole is brought before my face, 
I muſt be Witneſs of my own diſgrace. 
Whilſt I refle& on my unhappy Fate, 

She makes her Entry in the. Townm State. 
Not as a Captive with her hair unbound, 

Nor her deje&ed Eyes fixt on the Ground 3 
But cover'd o're with Jewels and with Gold, 
As Phrygia once did Hercules behold 3 

And falutes all with as much Majeſty, 

As if her Father had the Vieory. 

Perhaps to leave me isdeſign'd by you, 
True to your Miſtreſs, to your Wife untrue. 
You'l be Divorc'd from me, and Marry her, 
The Conquer'd muſt obey the Conquerour, 


This fear torments me more than all the reſt, 


And asa Dagger, wounds my troubled Breaft. 


EF knew the time when you did love me more, 
Than any ſhe whom you do now adore. 


But I 


ut | 
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| But oh ! asI am writing, the news flies, | 


That by a poyſon'd Shirt my Husband dies. 

What have 1 done, whether has Love drove 
me ? 

Is Love the Authour of ſuch cruelty ? 

Shall my dear Hercules endure this pain, 

And I, tf unhappy Cauſe, alive remam ? 

My Title to him, by my Death Tl prove, 

And ſurely Death's an Argument of Love. 

Meleager will a Siſter find in me: 

Shall Deiavira be afraid to die? 


Unhappy Houſe! Uſurpers fill the Fhrone, 


| Whilſt the true Sovereign is eſteem'd by none. 


One Brother waſts his Life in forein Lands, 
The other periſh'd by his Mothers hands, 
Who on her f<lf reveng'd the Crime : Then why 
Should Deianira be afraid to dic ? | 
Only this thing I beg with my laſt breath , 
Not to believe that I deſign'd your death. 

As 


OE OA 
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As ſoon as you ſtruck Neſs with your dart, 
His blood, he ſaid , would Charm a ſtraying] 


heart. 


In it I dipt the ſhirt, *twas but to try : 


O Deianira make, make haſtto die. 


Adieu my Father, Siſter too adieu / 
Adicu my Country, and my Brother too { 
Farewel this light , the laſt that I ſhall ſee, 


Hjllus farewel, my dear I come to thee. 


m__—— 


\ ACONTIUS_ 


NOT 


CY DIPPE. 


Mr. R. D UKE. 


The ARGUMENT. 


_—=| Acontius #2 the Temple of Diana: at Delos, ( fa- 


) N- 


—_————— 


mous for the reſort of the moſt Beautiful Vir- 
gins of all Greece ) fell in Love with Cydippe, 
a Ladyof Quality much above his own ; not da- 
ring therefore to Court her openly, he found this 
device to obtain her ; He writes upon the faireſt 
Apple that could be procured , a couple of Verſes 
to this effe, 


*Iſwear by Chaſt Dzaze, I will be . 
J< In Sacred Wedlock ever joyn'd to thee. 
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and throws it at the feet of the young Lady. f 


She ſuſpeting not the deceit takes it up , and 


\ 


reads it , and therein promiſes her ſelf #n Mar-| 1 


riage to Acontius 3 there being a Law there in 
force , that whatever any perſon ſhould Swear 
zn the Temple of Diana of Delos, ſhould ſtand 
good. and be inviolably obſervd. Bit her Fas. 
ther not knowing what had paſk , and having 
ot long after promiſed her to another , juſt as 
the Solemnitics of Marriage were to be per- 
form'd , ſhe was taken with a ſudden and wio- 
lent Feaver , . which Acontins endeavours to 
perſwade her was ſent from Diana, as a puniſh- 
' aent of the breach of the Vow made in her 
' preſence. And this, with the reſt of the Ar- 
guments which on ſuch an occaſion would occur 


to a Lover, is the. Subjecf of the following 
Epiſtle. 


(more, 
R Ead boldly this; here you ſhall Swear no 


For that's enough which you have Sworn 
Ep Ro. ( before, 
Read it; ſo may that violent Diſcaſe, 
Which thy dear body, but my Soul doth ſciſe, 
Forget its too long practis'd Cruelty, 


And healthto you reſtore, and you to me. 
Why 


— 


ady. 
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Why do you bluſh? for bluſh you dol fear, 
As when you firſt did in the Temple ſwear : 
Truth to your plighted Faith isall I claim 5 


And truth can never be the cauſe of ſhame. 
Shame lives with guilt, but you your vertue prove 
In favouring 'mine, for mine's a Husbands love. 
Ah ! to your ſelf thoſe binding words repeat 
That once your wiſhing Eyesev'nlong'd to mh 
When th'Apple brought'em dancing to your feet. 
There you will find the Solemn Vow you made, 
Which,if your health, or mine can ought perſwade; 
You to perform ſhou!d rather mindful be, 

Than great Diana to revenge on thee. 

My fears for you increaſe with my deſire, 

And Hopeblows that alrcady raging fire 5 

For hope you gave; nor can you this deny, 

For the great Goddcſs of the Fane was by 5 

She was, and heard, and from her hallowed Shrine 


A ſudden kind Auſpicious light did ſhine. 


R Her 
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Her Statue ſeem'd to nod its awful head, 

And giveits glad conſent to what you faid 3 
Now, if you -pleaſe, accuſe my proſperous cheat, 
Yet ſtill confeſs 'twas Love that taught me it. 

In that deceit what did I elfe deſign, 

But with your own conſent to make you mine? 
What you my Crime, I call my Innocence, 

Since Loving you has been my fole offence. 

Nor nature gave me, nor has practiſe taught 

The Nets with which young Virgins hearts are 
You my accuſer taught me to deceive, 
And Love, with you, did his afliſtance give 3 
For Love ſtood by, and ſmiling bad me write 
The cunning words he did himſelf indite : 
Again, you ſee I write by his Command, 

He guides my Pen, and rules my willing hand, 
Again ſuch kind, ſuch loving words I ſend, 
As makes me fear that I again offend. 

Yet if my Love's my Crime, I muſt confeſs, 


Great is my Guilt, but never ball be leſs. 
Oh 


( caught. | 


t; 


re 
It 


Oh 
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Oh that I thus aaks + ever guilty prove, 

In finding out new paths to reach thy Love. 

A thouſand ways to that ſteep Mountain lead, 
Tho' hard to find, and difficult to tread. 


All theſe will I find out, and break through all, 


For which my Flames compar'd, the danger's ſmall. 


The Gods alone know what the end will be, 
Yetif we Mortals any thing foreſce, : 


One way or other you muſt yield to me. 
If all my Arts ſhould fail, to Arms I'll fly, 


| And ſnatch by force: what you my Prayers deny : 


I all thoſe Heroes mighty AQts applaud, 
Who firſt haveled me this Illuſtrious Road. 


Death be it then 


For to loſe you is more than death to me. 


I too --- but hold, deaththe reward will be, 


Were you leſs fair, I'd uſe the vulgar way 
Of tedious Courtſhip, and of dull delay. 
But thy bright form kindles more eager fires, 
And ſomething wondrous, as it ſelf, Infpires 5 
Mb Thog 
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Thoſe Eyes that all the Heavenly lights out-ſhine, 
(Which Oh 7 may'it thou behold, and love inmine) 
Thoſe ſnowy Arms, which on my neck ſhould fall, 
If you the Vows you made, regard at all, 

That modeſt ſweetneſs, and becoming Grace, 
That paints with living red your bluſhing face, 
Thoſe feet with which they only can compare, 

T hat through the Silver flood bright Thetis bear : 
Do all conſpire my madneſs to excite, 

With all the reſt that 1s deny'd to fight. 

Which could I praiſe, alikeIthen were bleſt, 

And all the ſtorms of my vex'd Soulat reſt, 

No wonder then if with ſuch Beauty fir'd, 

I of your Love the Sacred pledge deſird, 

Rage how and be as angry as you will, 

Your very frowns all other ſmiles excel ; 

But give me leave that anger to appeaſe, 

By my ſubmiſſion, that my Love did raiſe. 

Your pardon proſtrate at your feet Fll crave, 


The humble poſture of your guilty Slave. 
VVih 
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With falling tears your fiery rageT'!l cool, 

And lay the rifing tempeſt of your ſoul. 

Why inmy abſence are you thus ſevere ? 8 
Summorn'd at your Tribunal to appear, : 
For all my Crimes, I'd gladly ſuffer there, 

With pride whatever you inflict receive, 

And love the wounds thoſe hands vouchſafe to 

g1VEs 


Your Fetters too — But they alas are vain, 


| For Love has bound me, and I hug my Chain. 


Your hardeſt Laws with patience I 1l obey, 

Till you your {elf at laſtrelentand fay, 

When all my ſufferings you with pity ſe, 

He that can love ſo well, is worthy me. 

But if all this ſhould unſucceſsful prove, 

Diana claims for me your promis'd love. 

O may my fears be falſe ! yet ſhe delights | 

In juſt revenge of her abuſed Rites. 

I dread to hide, what yet.to ſpeak I dread, 

Leſt you ſhould think that for my {elf I plead, 
R 3 | Yee 
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Yet outit muſt, —*Tisthis, *Tis ſurely this, * 


Tha tis the fuel to your hot diſcaſe : © © 
When watting Hymen at your P orch attends, ; 
Her fatal Meſlenger the Goddeſs ſends. 


And when you would to his kind call conſent, 


This Feavor does your perjury prevent. 
Fo:bear, - forbear thus to proyoke her rage, 
Which you ſocafily may yet allwage. 
Forbear to make that lovely charining face 
The prey to every envious diſeaſe : 

Preſerve thoſe looks to beenjoy d by me, 


Which none ſhould ever but with wonder lee + 
Let that*freſh colour to your checks return, 
Whoſe glowing flame did all bcholders burn. | 


But let on him, th' unhappy cauſe of all _— 
Theills that trom Diana's anger fall, 

No greater torments light than thoſe I feel, 
When you my deareſt, tendreſt part are ill. 
For oh | with what dire Tortures am 1 rackt, 


Whom different griefs ſucceſſively diſtract ! 
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Sometimes my grief from this do's higher grow, 
To'think that I have caus'd ſo much to You, 
Then great Diana's witneſs, how I pray, 
That all our Crimeson me alone ſhe'd lay ! 
Sometimes to your lov'd doors diſpuisd I 
come, 

And all around *emup and downl roam. 
Till I your Woman coming from you ſpy, 
With looks dejeQed, and a weeping eye. , 
With filent ſteps, like ſome ſad Ghoſt I ſteal 
Cloſe up toher, and urge her to reveal : 
More than new queſtions ſuffer her to tell: 
How you had ſlept, what dyet you had us'd ? 
And oft the vain Phyſicians art accus'd. 
He every hour ( Oh, were bleſt as he ! 
Do'sall the turns of your Diſtemper fee3 | 
Why fit not TI by your Bed fide all day, 
| My mournful headin your warm boſom lay, : 
| Till with my Tears the inward fires decay ? 

R 4 Why 
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Why preſs not I your melting hand in mines 
And from your pulſe of my own health divine ? 


Whom moſt fear, may now lit cloſe by thee, 


| But oh ! theſe wiſhes all are vain ; and he 


Forgetful as thou art of Heaven and me. 
He that lov'd hand do's preſs, and oft do's feign 
Some ney excule to feel they beating vein. 
Then his bold hand upto your arm do's ſlide, 
Andin your panting Breaſt it ſelf do's hide; 
Kiſles ſometimes he ſnatches too from thee, 
For his officious care too great a Fee. 
Robber, who gave thee leave to taſt that lip, 
And the ripe harveſt of my kiſles reap ? 
For tkey are mine, ſo is that boſom too, 
Whichfalſe as *tis, ſball never harbour you, 
Take, take away thoſe thy Adulterous hands, 
For know another Lord that breaſt Commands. 
'Tis true, her Father promis'd her to thee, 
But Heaven and ſhe firſt gave her {clf to me. 
And 
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And ud Abu; in Juſtice therefore ſhould decline 

Your claim to that which is already mine. 

This is the man, Cydippe, that excites 

Diana's rage, to vindicate her Rites. 

Command him then not to approach thy door, 1 

This done, the danger of your death is o're. 

For fear not , Beauteous Maid , but keep thy 

Vow, 

Which great Diana heard, and did allow. 

And ſhe who took it, will thy health reſtore, 

And be propitiousas ſhe was before, 

<< *Tisnot the ſteam ofa ſlain Heifers blood, 

5 That can allay the anger of a God. -/ 

«Tis Truth, and Juſticetoour Vows, appeaſe 

« Their angry Deities, and without theſe 

* No {laughter'd Beaſt their fury candivert 5 | 

*« For that's a Sacrifice without a heart. 

Some, bitter Potions patiently endure, 

'And kiſs the wounding Launce that works 
their cure 3 


You 
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You have no need theſe mats Cures to 5b! " 

Shun being perjur'd only, and be well. 

*Why let you ſtill your pious Parents weep, 

Whomyou in igr'rance of your promiſe keep? 

Oh! to your Mother all our Story tell, 

And the whole progreſs of our Love reveal, 

Tell her how firſt at great Diana's Shrine, 

I fixt my eyes, my wondring eyes on thine. 

How like the Statues there, I ſtood amaz'd, 

Whilſt on thy face intemprately I gaz'd. - 

She will her (elf when you my tale repeat, 

Smile, and approve the Amorons deceit. 

Marry, ſhe'll ſay, whom Heaven commends 
to thee, 

He who has pleas d Diana, pleaſes me. 


But ſhould ſhe ask from what deſcent I came, 
My Country, and my Parents, and my name, , 


Tell her thatnone of theſedeſerve my ſhame. 


Had you not ſworn, you ſucha one might chooſe 1: 


But were he worſe, now ſworn, you can't refit. 


This | 


An 
Th 


« ( 


An 
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ſſhis in > dreams Diana bad me write, 
nd when I wak'd, ſent Czpid to indite : 


bey 'em both, for one has wounded me, 
hich wound if you with eyes of pity ſee, 

he too will ſoonrelent that wounded thee. 
en to our joys with eager haſt we*lI move, 
As full of Beauty you, as I of Love. 

[To the great Temple we'll in Triumph go, 
And with ourOfferings at the Altar Bow. 

A Golden Image there'll Conſecrate, 

Of the falſe Apples innocent deceit 


And write below the happy Verſe that came, 
Is [The Meſſenger of my ſucceſsful flame ; 
{©Let all the World this from Acontivs know, 
* Cydippe has been faithful to her Vow. 
More I could write , but fince thy illneſs 
: reigns, | | 

And wracks thy tender Limbs with ſharpeſt 
3.1% pains, 

t My 


- 
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My pen falls down for fear, leſt this niche be, 


Altho for me too little, yet too much for thee. 


CYDIP: 


©, 


I P. 
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N filent fear I read your Letter ore 5 
Leſt I ſhou'd Swear as | had done before ! 
Nor had I read, but that I feard © engage 


[By my negle& the peeviſh Goddeſs Rage : 


I vain In deck her Shrine, her Rites attend, 
The partial Goddeſs ſtill remains your Frikd. 
A Virgin rather ſhow'd a Virgin Aid, | 


But where I ſeek Relief I am betray'd ! 


I lan- 
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I languiſh, and the Cauſe of my Diſeaſe g & 
As yet lies hid, no Medicine gives me Eaſe. Tl 


" In how much pain do [this Letter write! * © I 
To my weak Hand my ficklier thoughts indite: [By 
What anxious fear alas afflifts me too, If 
Leſt any but my 'truſty Nurſe ſhowd know! W 
To gain metime to write, the door ſhe keeps, 
And whiſpering tells the Viſitants, She Sleeps. At 
Worſe ills .I could not for your ſake ſuſtain, WI 


Tho'you had merit equal to my Pain. | Thi 
Your Love betrays, my Beauty proves my Snare, [Tw 
I had been happy had II ſeem'd leſs Fair : Gaic 


Whilſt with your Rival you contend to raiſe The 
My Beauty's Fame, I periſh by your Praiſe : Tour 
Whilſt neither will admit the others Claim, Ter 
The Chaſe is hinder'd, and both miſs the Game. [nd 

My Nuptial day draws on, my Parents preſs Þy 7 
The Sacred Rites, my blooming years no leſs. \tla 
But whilſt glad Hymn at my door attends, pnd 
Grim Death waits near to force me from his Hands. Þhou 


Come 
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Some KY my: Sickneſs-Chance, and ſome pretend 

The Gods this Lett to croſs my. Nuprials ſend 

[Whilſt by ſeverer Cenfure you are gueſt, 

By Philtra's, to have wrought upon my Breaſt. 

If then your love ſuch miſchief cancreate, 

What Miſery is reſerv'd for her you Hate ! 
Wou'd I to Delosne*r had found the way, 

Atleaſt not found it on that fatal Day / 

When in our Port our Anchors firſt we weigh'd, 

Tie unwilling veflel (till 1 th” Harbour ſtay'd 3 

Are [Twice did croſs winds beat back our flagging Sails, 

Said I, croſs winds ?no!thoſe were profſp'rous Gales! 

Thoſe winds alone blew fair, that back convey'd 


Jour Ship, and thoſe that oft our Paſlage ſtay'd. 
letI to ſee fam'd Delos am in pain, 


, [ndfondly of each hindring blaſt complain. 
es Þy Teros I{le, and Mjcone we Steer d, 
\tlaſt fair Delos winding Clifts appear 3 
nd much fear leſt now the Fairy Shore 
ds. Phou'd vaniſh, as tis ſaid tr have done before. 


me 


At 
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* At night we Land, ſoon as the day _ 

My platted Treſles are with Gemms adorn'd, 

' Then to attend the Sacred Rites we go, 

And pious Incenſe on each Altar throw, 

My Parents there at their Devotion ſtay ; 

My Nurſe andI through all the Temple ſtray : 

We view each Court, and each, freſh wonder 
brings 

Pictures, and Statues, Gifts of Ancient Kings. 

But whilſt into theſe RaritiesI pry'd, 

I am my ſelf by fly Acontins ſpy'd. 

Thence to the inmoſt Temple we remove, 


The place that ſhould a Sancuary prove. 


Yet there I find the Apple with this Rhime ——« 
Ah! me, I'd like to have Sworn the ſecond time / 


Fhe Name of Wedlock I noſooner read, 


But through my Checks a troubled bluſh was 


ſpread. 
Why didſt thou cheat an unſuſpeQing Maid ? 
I ſhou'd have been intreated, not betray'd: 


Was 


Is 
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Is FR. the Goddeſs bad to take thy part? 
And ratifie an Oath without the heart 2 

The will conſents, but that was abſent there; 

I read indeed the Oath, but did not {\wear, 

Yet cannot I deny that I ſulpe& 

Diana's Rage this fi ckneſsdo's inflict 5 

Glad Hharen thrice did to our Courts repair, 
Thrice frighted fled to find Death planted there. 
Thin Cov'rings on my Feaveriſh Limbs are ſpread, 
My Parents mourn me as already Dead. 

What have I done to merit this diſtreſs, 

That read but words whoſe fraud I cou'd not oueſs! 
Do thou , evn thou from whom my ſuff* rings 


ſpring, 


:1T' appeaſe the Goddeſi Rage thine Off cingsbring. 


When will thoſe hands that writ the fatal Rhime, 
Bear Incenſe to remove my pain, thy Crime ! 
Nor think that thy rich Rival tho' allow'd 


JTa Viſit, is of greater Favours proud. 


S By 
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By me hefits, but ſtill juſt diſtance keeps 

Reſtleſs as I, talks ſeldom, often weeps : 

 Bluſhing he takes a kiſs, and leaves a tear, 

And once his Courage ſcrv'd to Cry --- My Dear. 

But from his arms ſtill by degrees I creep, 

And to prevent diſcourſe pretend to {leep. 

He finds, but wou'd his ſenſe o'th' flight diſguiſe, 

He checks his Tongue, but chides me with his Eyes, 

With grief he waſts, and I with Feavours pine. 

'Tis we that ſuffer, but th* Offence was thine. 
You write for leave tocome and ſee me here, 

Yet know your former viſit coſt me dear. 

Why wouldſt thou hither come, thou canſt but ſee 

_ Thedouble Trophicsof thy Cruelty. 

My fleſh conſum'd, my Cheeks of bloodleſs hue, 

Such as I oncedid inthy Apple view. 


Shou'd(t ſee me now thou wou'dſt repent thy cheat, 


Nor think me worth ſuch exquiſite Deceit, 
To Delos back with greaterhaſt wou'dſt go, 
And beg the Goddeſs to releaſe my Vow. 
| On 


.F* 
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On new deſignsthy fancy would'{t imploy, 
Contrive new Oathsthe former to deſtroy. 

No Means have been omitted to procure 
My health, but ſtill my Feav'riſh fits endure, 
We ask'd the Oracle what caus'd my pains ? 
The Oracle of broken Vows complains! 
The Gods themſclves on your behalf declare: 
What haſt thou done to merit this their care ? 


But ſo 1t 1s and I at laſt incline, 

Since that thou art their choice, to make thee 
Mine. 

Already tomy MotherT've declar'd, 


How by your Cunning I have been inſaard. 


Predone, and whatThave already ſaid, 
[ fear is more than will become a Maid. 


My thoughts are now confug'd, and can indite 


No more, my feeble hand no more can write. 


or need I more ſubſcribe, but this, Be True ! 
nd ( ſinceit muſt be ſo ) »»y Dear Adier ! 


FINES. 
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